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PREFACE. 



The following tale, written by Madame la 
Comtesse de la Rochere, forms part of a series 
of interesting works, moral, instructive, and 
amusing, which have been recently published 
under the auspices of the Archbishop of Tours. 
The object of this tale is so excellent, and it so 
faithfully pourtrays Corsican life, scenery, and 
manners, that a translation may not be unaccept- 
able to the English reader. 

" It may be affirmed, without exaggeration," is 
the remark of a recent writer,* " that till lately, 
Corsica was less known in England than New Zea- 
land. The general impression concerning it was 
tolerably correct. Imagination painted it as a wild 
and romantic country— romantic in its scenery and 
the character of its inhabitants ; a very region of 
romance and sentiment ; a fine field for the novelist 
and dramatist ; and to that class of writers it was 
abandoned." 

* See " Rambles in Corsica and Sardinia," by Thomas Forester 
(Longman & Co. 1858.); and "Corsica," translated from the 
German of Frederick Gregorovius (London and Edinburgh). 
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In common with most such works of fiction, the 
system of Vendetta, or blood-revenge, forms the 
groundwork of the present tale. The main charac- 
teristics of this savage system are unfolded in the 
course of the story, and it is unnecessary to dwell 
on them here. For many centuries the Vendetta,, 
with its accompaniment, banditisme, has been the 
scourge of the island. Fhilippini, the best Cor* 
sican historian, who lived in the sixteenth century, 
states that in his time 28,000 Corsicans were 
murdered in the course of thirty years. A later 
historian calculated that between the years 1683 
and 1715, a period of thirty-two years, 28,715 
murders were perpetrated in Corsica, and he 
reckons that an equal number were wounded. 
What do we find in more recent times ? In a still 
more civilized age, when Corsica having become 
a French department the laws were justly ad- 
ministered, under a powerful and regular govern- 
ment, it might have been supposed that life 
and property were duly protected. But we learn, 
from official records, that between the years 
1821 and 1850, no less than 4,300 assassinats 
were perpetrated in Corsica. 

Well might the Prefet observe, in his address at 
the opening of the Council General in 1857 : — 
" La situation du departement a cet 4gard est, sans 
doute, profondement triste. Le nombre des crimes 



i 



PREFACE. VU 

n'a pas diminue sensiblement." The successive 
governments of France appear to have been too 
much occupied by their own affairs to pay any 
regard to the social state of their Corsican depart- 
ment, flagrant as was the disgrace it reflected on 
them. Perhaps they were impressed with the 
, idea that the passion of revenge, the thirst for 
blood, was so inherent in the native character, that 
law and force were alike powerless, and the Vendetta 
could only be extirpated by a moral change, more 
to be hoped for than expected. Thus speaks M. le 
Prefet, in the inaugural address before referred 
to : "Ici, messieurs, vous en conviendrez, V 'adminis- 
tration est sans force. C'est a la religion seule qu' 
appartient la touchante prerogative de pricker 
I'ouble des injures" 

The story of "Theobald," which echoes this 
pious sentiment, was composed at a time when 
such fearful outrages were still rife in Corsica. 
With the same theme as other tales founded on 
the Vendetta, it differs from most of them in its 
denouement, which, under circumstances of severe 
trial, exhibits the " Triumph of Charity " in the 
large and theological sense of the term. In this 
point only Mme. de la Rochere's work fails of 
being a faithful representation of Corsican life 
as it existed when she wrote : at least, such in- 
stances were rare in its annals. , But the fiction 
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was a worthy contribution to a righteous cause, 
conveyed in a form that can hardly fail of being 
generally interesting. "There is, probably, no 
other means/' observes M. Gregorovius, "of 
putting down the blood-revenge, murder, and 
bandit-life, than culture; — and culture advances 
in Corsica but slowly." 

It might have been long, indeed, before the in- 
fluence of " preaching," of " moral culture," with 
that of the press, could succeed in eradicating 
evils so deeply rooted in the genius of the people. 
In such an extreme case, the exercise of a despotic 
power was required to put an end to the reign of 
terror and blood which had desolated the fair 
island for so many centuries ; and one bold stroke 
broke the spell. The very year after utterance 
was given to words despairing of redress except 
by the slow process of moral culture, an im- 
perial decree was issued for disarming the entire 
population, combined with further measures for 
increasing the force of the gendarmerie^ and 
making it highly penal to harbour the bandits, 
or afford them any succour. These combined 
operations, actively and rigorously carried out, 
were completely successful. To the extraordi- 
nary man who now fills the throne of France 
is due the merit of conferring on the country 
which was the cradle of his. race this most 
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signal benefit, which Napoleon I. either did not 
care, or could not venture, to achieve. 

In one year (1853) four hundred of the out- 
laws and brigands were either sentenced or shot 
down, and as many more were driven out of the 
island. The life of a citizen is now as safe in 
Corsica as in any other department of France ; 
and no future " Theobald " will have to undergo 
such agonising struggles as are described in the 
following pages between the imperious dictates 
of a false and sanguinary code of honour and 
the benign principles of the Christian faith. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF CHARITY. 



INTRODUCTION. 
THE LADIES OF CHARITY. 

Oh, Charity ! Daughter of Heaven ! how in- 
genious art thou in creating resources to insure 
remedies for every ill — consolations for every mis- 
fortune. With holy flame thou leadest so many 
thousands of young and virtuous women to conse- 
crate their lives to the relief of the sick, not only 
in hospitals, but in prisons, and even in the galleys ; 
moreover, from thee hath arisen the creation of 
the admirable associations of "St. Vincent de 
Paul," of the "Ladies of Providence," and so 
many other beneficent institutions of the same 
kind, which shower benefits of al} sorts on the 
poor ; giving to some, necessary food, to others, 
clothing, — to all, assistance and good advice. 

I was intimately acquainted with a lady who 
had been for a long time one of the visiting 
members of an excellent society, "The Ladies of 
Charity." Calling upon her one day, at an early 
hour, when visitors were not expected, I found 
her seated at a table, noting in a register the li&t 

B 
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of articles she had been charged to distribute 
daring the current month. 

"What !" cried I, " do you require so large a 
folio for your accounts ?" 

" Oh, no/' replied my friend ; " it is not larger 
than actually necessary." 

" What more, then, does this great book con- 
tain?^ 

" Some notes and memoranda, without order or 
much importance." 

" Let me see," said I, seizing upon the volu- 
minous record. 

" You will understand nothing, I assure you," 
said Eliza. 

" I care not ; allow me to judge for myself." 

I opened it, and read at hazard some passages 
of the following description : — 

"Christine, mother of five children ; her husband 
blind : to find employment for her, and situations 
for her two daughters." 

" Fran9oise, just confined. Mem. — To send her 
soup and place her infant at nurse, she being 
incapable of nursing it." 

" In truth," said I, " all this must give you an 
infinity of trouble and take much time." 

" No doubt it does," replied my friend ; " but 
could my time be better employed ? " 

" Still," I argued, " there are social duties we 
ought to perform, besides those we owe to our 
families, even if a widow, without children, or one 
gifted with the wonderful activity I have so often 
admired in you." 

"Believe me," said she, interrupting me and 
pressing my hand affectionately, "in whatever 
position we may be placed, if we only abridge our 
Mgerfluous conversation, curtail our useless visits 



THE TRIUMPH OF CHARITY. 3 

and dangerous pleasures, many hours will re- 
main each week that we could consecrate to good 
works ; and, as to the trouble of which you speak, 
I assure you the true enjoyment we feel in doing 
a little good repays us an hundredfold for any 
privation we may have been obliged to impose 
upon ourselves. I have lived in the world and 
known its pleasures; but be assured, my dear 
friend, the most delightful ball, the most splendid 
fete does not afford us half the real joy arising 
from the smile of an infant whom we found in 
tears, or the grateful thanks of an aged man to 
whom we have afforded relief." 

While Eliza pronounced these words with all 
the warmth of profound conviction, I continued 
turning over the leaves of her register and found 
the following memorandum : — 

iS Pierre Ferraud, nearly a hundred years old, 
and covered with wounds, living in a wretched 
loft, with no light but that proceeding from a door 
leading into the passage. It is urgent to remove 
this poor man immediately to a more wholesome 
lodging, his great age and infirmities rendering 
him incapable of exertion." 

And you actually visit these people yourself?" 
Certainly," replied Eliza, "in order to dis- 
tribute our charity worthily, and according to the 
necessities of each person ; also, for the purpose 
of inspiring, as far as we can, pious and holy 
thoughts, which alone can afford lasting consola- 
tion." 

" But these wounds and all this misery must be 
very repulsive," I urged, " and these infected lofts 
very disgusting; besides, in leaving them, you 
must feel very melancholy." 

"Melancholy, indeed, sometimes," said my 

b 2 
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friend, " when our means are inadequate to relieve 
the sufferers; but, as to disgust or nausea, they 
wear off after the first few days ; and for our own 
happiness — for that love of comfort so dear to us 
all — there is certainly much to be gained in visit- 
ing the wretched." 

" How do you explain this ? " I asked, in much 
surprise. 

" Hear me," replied my friend. " When I visit 
the rich in their splendid hotels, when I admire 
their magnificent pier-glasses in rich gilded frames, 
their superb silken hangings, and examine with a 
curious eye those elegant and costly trifles that 
now ornament every console, and cover almost 
every table, and the thousand little chefs-d'oeuvre 
of art that fill every 6tagere, without experiencing 
any feeling of envy (of which I am happily in- 
capable), still I find the contrast great when I 
return home to my modest apartments, with the 
old-fashioned furniture ; but, on the other hand, 
when I go home from my weekly visits to the 
poor in my district, I find everything of wonderful 
magnificence. My muslin curtains — my arm- 
chairs, covered with Utrecht velvet — my clock, of 
a somewhat gothic design — in fact, everything 
that surrounds me appears quite splendid. I feel 
almost ashamed of the luxury of my dress and 
furniture, and thank the Almighty for having 
been so bountiful to me, praying Him to succour 
those who are in want of the necessaries of life." 

"I now perfectly understand your feelings," 
said I ; " but do you not often assist those who 
are ungrateful, and find your good works decried 
by the very people who have most benefited by 
them ? " 

" That is, indeed, sometimes the case," said she ; 
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" for some of the poor are very exacting ; and 
when we are unable to give all they desire, they 
murmur and complain without cause. But we 
remember that it is Jesus Christ we assist in the 
persons of the poor, and that if we do not meet 
our recompense on earth, we shall not fail to 
receive it in heaven." 

She continued to make other observations, 
which I understood imperfectly, my attention 
being suddenly arrested by the following anno- 
tation : — 

Mem : " This day I went with the baroness 
to Brando. Found a stranger with three children 
in a stable." 

Here followed some illegible words, and lower 
down, — 

" I must immediately find a nurse for the new- 
born infant, iriake arrangements for the funeral, 
and institute every inquiry in order to discover 
the family to which the deceased lady belonged." 

" This is a singular memorandum," said I, 
pointing it out to my friend. 

" Ah," said she, " it was written at Bastia, and 
recalls to my mind a terrible as well as touching 
event — a Corsican tragedy, the whole history of a 
vendetta, in short." 

" The history of a Corsican vendetta ! Oh, 
oblige me by relating it, my dear friend." 

"With pleasure; for it appears to me very 
capable of inspiring good feelings, and proving 
the incalculable and lasting advantage of a reli- 
gious education, while it makes us acquainted 
with the customs and manners of a very interest- 
ing country for many reasons, and one little 
visited by modern tourists. I shall therefore 
enlarge on many circumstances which I might 
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otherwise abridge in this tale. The first part 
what I am going to relate took place in my p 
sence, and the rest I know to be positively tru< 
Eliza then took from a drawer a large piece 
woollen knitting, which I saw was intended a 
warm waistcoat for one of her poor. I also to 
out my embroidery, and she commenced t 
following narrative, to which I listened with t 
greatest attention, for, in addition to its intere 
nothing could surpass my friend's charmi 
manner of telling a story. 
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PART THE FIRST. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE ORPHANS* 

I had been but a short time at Bastia, when 

Madame la Baronne de D , that model of 

virtue, of whom I have so often spoken to ypu, 
determined to establish a society of ladies for the 
purpose of relieving the poor, both in their moral 
and physical sufferings, with the endeavour, as 
far as possible, to eradicate the greatest cause of 
their misery — indolence, that great curse of the 
Corsican population. For this desirable end they 
would offer work to all whom age and illness did 
not incapacitate, and use every means in their 
power to induce and persuade them to accept it ; 
for we must admit, however high the promises of 
payment, this was by far the most difficult part of 
our task. The establishment of such a society in 
a country like Corsica could not fail to meet with 
many and serious obstacles ; but the sincere and 
lively charity of the baroness surmounted them 
all, and from the very first month our association 
numbered no less than sixty members. About 
half were ladies residing on the island, the rest 
were subscribers in France ; and all were presided 
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over by the excellent curt of the parish, t 
first funds were produced by a lottery, drawn 

the salon of Madame D . The town » 

then divided into six districts, and twelve lad 
were chosen and appointed as visitors to the pa 
in their houses. I was one of the visiting ladie 
Every month we all met, and, after attending 
high mass, we each gave an account to the societ} 
of what we had done, whom we had relieved, and 
the amount of onr expenditure. My companion 
in this charitable undertaking was a venerable 
widow, who, following the affecting custom of 
Corsica, had never quitted her mourning gar- 
ments, or appeared in any worldly assembly, since 
the death of her husband, which occurred thirty 
years before. One clay, as we were returning 
from our daily visits, on arriving on the square rf 
St. Nicholas, a young girl about fifteen years of 
age, tall and graceful as all women of this country 
are, approached my companion, the Signora Pe- 
trucci, and spoke to her in the Corsican dialect 
I advanced a few steps to avoid hearing their con- 
versation, but the widow joined me immediately. 

" Good heavens," said she, translating in bad 
French what the young girl had told her; "a 
poor woman, whose husband has been assassi- 
nated, is dying of want with her children, in a 
stable on the road to Brando, a little before you 
reach La Madonna-della-Vcsina. It is feared they 
cannot live long." 

" Let us hasten to their assistance," said I, going 
forward, 

" It is much too far for me," replied the signora, 
arresting me by my arm. She was not young; 
and, accustomed from childhood to the idle, quiet 
life of the ladies of Bastia, was incapable of long 
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walks or much exertion. " Besides, what should 
we do at Vesina? The poor of the town are 
already more numerous than we can assist; be- 
sides, this woman is a stranger, a Genoese (or 
native of Genoa), without doubt." And she laid 
an emphasis on the word, showing all the con- 
tempt and hate which is felt by the Corsicans for 
that nation, under whose iron yoke they suffered 
so long. 

" As you say she is dying, what does it matter 
whether a stranger or not ? But you are right; 
we cannot appropriate to the use of this unfortu- 
nate woman those funds that have been given to us 
for the poor of the parish of St. Nicholas. I will, 
therefore, go and consult the baroness." 

A very good idea," interrupted the widow ; 

present my humble respects to her. We are 
very fortunate in having her in the island, she 
does so much good ! Adieu, then, my dear friend," 
added the signora, giving me her hand. " I am 
going to take my siesta, for I am greatly fatigued." 

I crossed the square as quickly as possible. At 
j ' that hour it was deserted, and taking the street 
1 I between the barracks and the sea, arrived by the 
garden at the glass-door of a gallery, which the 
lady's maid opened immediately; and without 
giving her time to announce me, knocked gently 
at the door of Madame D *s apartment. 

" Come in," said she, in a sweet voice. She 
was seated before a work-table, adjusting, with 
infinite patience, a multitude of small pieces of 
cotton, which she converted into caps and other 
articles, for the poor little children of Bastia. This 
was her favourite occupation; she was working with 
all the ardour of a person obliged to gain her daily 
bread by the amount of her work. Madame D 
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was no longer in the flower of youth, but her 
features were delicate and aristocratic, her eyes full 
of soft expression, her figure elegant and majestic, 
her step dignified and graceful at the same time, 
and all these physical advantages gave but a faint 
idea of the beauty of her mind, or the goodness 
of her heart. I briefly related the object of my 
early visit. 

" We must assist this poor woman," said she, 
instantly pushing away her work-table, and ring- 
ing the bell. " Bring round the carriage im- 
mediately," said she to the servant who appeared. 

"My dear Eliza, will you kindly accompany 
me, that is, if your children can spare you for a 
few hours, and your husband will not be annoyed 
at your absence ? " for her enlightened and sincere 
piety would not permit her to advise even a good 
action, at the expense of a duty. 

" I have nothing that retains me at this time," 
I replied, " and shall be most happy." 

" At all events, I will send to mention the cause 
of your absence at home," said the baroness, while 
she hastily equipped herself in a simple costume ; 
for no woman attached less importance to dress 
than she did; then opening a large closet, she 
took out a parcel of linen and children's clothing. 

" This may be useful to us," said she. The 
horses were soon harnessed, and we drove off. It 
was one of those enervating and overwhelming 
days in which even animals appear to lose their 
energy under the baneful effects of the sirocco ; 
so we advanced but slowly. In the street, and on 
the market-place, a crowd of idle people were in a 
state of complete inactivity, the greater part sleep- 
ing listlessly, extended in the shade, under the 
walls. 
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Is it not necessary," asked Madame D- 



to use all our influence to inspire these people 
with the love of work ? A great many of them beg 
their bread, when they might gain it so easily ; 
but it is not their fault/' added she, " they know 
no better. It is our duty to teach them." 

One of the distinguishing traits of this excel- 
lent woman was her perfect charity — that while 
blaming a vice she always found some excuse for 
the culprit. We took the high road to Pietranera, 
by the sea-shore, at times approaching so near 
that the waves bathed the edge of the road; 
at others, passing through groves of olive-trees, 
intermixed with groups of pomegranates and 
myrtles. 

" Go faster, Pierre," cried the baroness, to the 
coachman. " When I think of the distress of this 
unfortunate woman, I cannot be satisfied with our 
slow pace," added she, to me. 

I shared her impatience. A most magnificent 
scene now presented itself to our view ; the sea, 
tempestuous and blown furiously towards the laud 
by the sirocco, contrasted with the smiling verdure 
of the hills to our left ; but I was well acquainted 
with the beauty of this landscape, for the road to 
Brando, wide and even as the finest road in 
Prance, picturesque as the most beautiful park, 
was my favourite and constant walk. Now the 
fate of the stranger interested me too keenly to 
admit of my remarking the beauties that sur- 
rounded me. 

" Here we are, at last, at the Rotunda of the 
Templars ! " cried I, on perceiving the pretty 
pavilion, and the hanging terrace above the sea, 
that is said to have belonged at one time to this 
celebrated order. A few meagre, wild-looking 
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*hecp, with black, coarse hair, rather than wool, 
giiutxl upon the aromatic herbs which is all now 
to bt> found on the ancient domain of the knights. 
Their shepherd, extended under an aged olive- 
troe, was singing in a monotonous tone one of 
tli o»o interminable laments, which reckon not less 
than from sixty to eighty verses in length. 

44 Perhaps the shepherd could direct us to the 
place where this unhappy family is to be found," 
I remarked to the baroness. She stopped the 
carriage, and questioned the man herself. 

" They are down there, in the hovel, just before 
vou enter the village," he replied. "There is 
blood in that affair. I have seen the woman, — 
are you a relation ? You will arrive much sooner 
by leaving your carriage, and taking the path to 
the left. Will you allow me to show you the 
way ? " Gladly accepting his offer, we left the car- 
riage; he placed his gun on his shoulder, and 
walked before us, without heeding his flock, which 
he left to the care of his dog. We had some 
trouble in following him on the hill, through the 
heath and briars, but in ten minutes we arrived at 
a miserable half-ruined cottage. A most heart- 
ending sight then presented itself to our view ; 
on a heap of straw, /and in a stable open to ail the 
inclemencies of the weather, a poor woman had 
just brought an infant into the world, a weak 
little creature who was feebly crying in the apron 
of an old woman, evidently the owner of the 
miserable hovel. At her side a girl about ten 
years of age, half concealed by the straw, was 
uhaking under an attack of intermittent ague ; 
a youth, about thirteen years old, was on his 
knees, close to his mother, contemplating her in 
mute astonishment and horror. The poor woman 
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was so pale, we should have thought her already 
dead, but for the sound of her hoarse breathing, 
which came with much effort. 

"May God bless you for bringing the ladies 
here," said the old woman to the shepherd, " for 
I have not even an old sheet in which I can wrap 
this poor little innocent." 

I took the parcel of linen from the servant, and 
began dressing the infant. The baroness ap- 
proached the mother. 

" How do you feel ? " asked she in Italian. 
The stranger opened her eyes, and closed them 
immediately, crying, "Antonio! oh, my Antonio!" 

u Rest assured, mother, he shall be avenged," 
murmured the young Corsican, pressing the 
already cold hand he held in his. These words 
made me shudder. I looked at the bov; his 
features were regular, and their expression 
amiable, with nothing in his appearance that de- 
noted ferocity. 

" This poor woman is very ill," said the baroness 
to me in a low voice. 

" Send for the medical man," I suggested. 

"And the Abbe Durand," added she to the 
servant, who immediately left to execute these 
commissions. Then she requested the shepherd 
to fetch some strong soup from the nearest inn. 
During their absence we borrowed the paillasse 
and pillow that formed the old woman's only bed, 
and placed the sick mother upon it. She was a 
person apparently about thirty years of age, with 
a most pleasing and interesting countenance ; her 
long fair hair fell in disorder on her shoulders. 
Everything in her costume presented the greatest 
contrast ; her dress, which was soiled and torn in 
every direction, was composed of very handsome 
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gros-de- Naples silk ; her thin summer boots were 
burst, and allowed her poor bruised feet to be x 
seen, and the finest thread stockings; part of a 
shawl of the brightest colours was draped around 
her, but this remnant was that of a splendid real 
Cashmere. Who was this person, apparently a 
stranger in the country ? The state in which we 
found her, forbade our interrogations. The shep- 
herd soon returned. The soup he brought ap- 
peared to revive the poor invalid, who thanked us 
bv a soft and grateful look. We showed her the 
newly-born infant. 

" Poor child," she cried, embracing it tenderly. 
" Never will it know its father ! " The poor 
woman then shed a torrent of tears. 

" I will be its father, and Clarita's father also," 
said her son, in a grave tone, which did not 
appear natural at his age. 

"Theobald, my beloved son," said the poor 
mother. She drew him to her, and kissed his 
forehead, then shuddering convulsively, — 

" They will murder you also," cried she. " Oh, 
let us go, let us depart instantly, let us return to 
mv beloved Touraine ; there at least we shall be 
safe from the balls of an assassin ! But he ! He 
never can return ! I shall never see him again ! " 
and her tears flowed afresh. Neither the baro- 
ness nor I could restrain our tears. 

" Poor lady," said I, at length, " in heaven alone 
you will rejoin him whose loss you so much 
lament." 

" Ah ! Yes, that is my only hope." 

Then, after a moment's silence, pointing to the 
children whom we had grouped round her couch, 
as the only consolation that remained to her on 
earth, — 
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" But they — what will become of them ? for I 
feel that I am dying, I know I cannot live ! " 

"Do not tails thus, dear mother," said the 
little girl, shivering in every limb ; " we are al- 
ready sufficiently miserable ! " 

"Oh! why have I not still my relations?" 
pursued the sick woman ; " they would take care 
of my orphans ; for if they remain here, they will 
die like their father. 

" Listen, my son, my dear Theobald," added she, 
in a voice that became weaker every moment. 
" You must be educated on the continent, your 
father, you know, had consented to it. Now, 
mark well what I say : remain there all your life, 
never put your foot on this fatal island. With a 
profession you can live anywhere, and you neither 
want courage nor activity. Some day when your 
sisters have lost their great-grandmother, send for 
them ; they will be far happier with you in France, 
for my country is so beautiful ! " 

At this moment the Abbe Durand and the 
doctor entered the stable, the- latter felt the pulse 
of the sick woman, and made an expressive 
gesture which we understood only too well. 

" Can madame be removed to my house ? " asked 
the baroness. 

"Impossible," replied the medical man, in a 
low voice, " for she cannot live two hours." 

We looked at each other sorrowfully ; the un- 
happy fate of this young and interesting woman 
greatly affected us. 

The priest, who was French like ourselves, now 
approached. 

" Madame," said he, " of whatever nature your 
sufferings may be, the aid of religion will soften 
them." 
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She looked at him with resignation, for she fully 
understood him. 

" It must be the Almighty who sends you here, 
my father," said she. " I earnestly desire to make 
my confession." 

We retired into a sort of dog-kennel, that served 
the old woman for a sleeping apartment, taking 
with us the doctor and Clarita, who was in a 
dreadful state from ague ; as to Theobald, nothing 
we could say would induce him to leave; he 
remained on his knees at the door. Not a tear 
fell from his eyes, but his mute and concentrated 
grief, and the wretched expression of his counte- 
nance, was, indeed, melancholy to behold. In a 
quarter of an hour, the good abbe called us; 
Theobald was the first to approach his mother. 

" My daughter," said the worthy ecclesiastic, 
" repeat in the presence of your children, that 
you pardon your husband's assassin." 

" I forgive him," said she, making an effort to 
raise her voice, and kissing the crucifix the abbe 
presented to her. 

" But I — never will I pardon my father's mur- 
derer," said Theobald, in so low a voice, that only 
I heard him. I again looked attentively at the 
youth, his childish features contrasted so strangely 
with his words, that I could scarcely believe they 
announced a lasting resolution. 

The Abbe Durand had gone to fetch the holy 
sacrament, silence reigned in the hovel, the dying 
woman was praying in a low voice, her eyes were 
shut, and her whole appearance denoted pious 
resignation. 

All at once the little infant uttered a weak 
cry on Margarita's lap ; the mother raised herself 
up with more strength than we thought she pos- 
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sessed, and made a movement as if to open her 
dress, and nurse the child, but she fell back, over- 
come with the exertion. 

" Ah ! said she," I shall not nurse that one ; a 
stranger will give her nourishment. Who knows 
what care she will receive ? " 

She wept bitterly, then seeing the abbe arrive 
with the holy sacrament, she raised her eyes to 
heaven, saying, — 

"O God, who art so merciful as to come 
to me, may Thy holy will be done ! Be a father 
to my children, when I am gone ! " 

We all fell on our knees; she received the 
sacrament with the most edifying piety, embraced 
her children, thanked us for our care, and im- 
plored our prayers for the repose of her husband's 
soul and her own; after which she fell into a 
peaceful slumber. Soon a cold perspiration ap- 
peared on her forehead, her breathing became 
oppressed, she pronounced once more the beloved 
name of Antonio, kissed the crucifix which she 
still held ; then the rattle, that terrible forerunner 
of death, was heard. The abbe recited the prayers 
for the dying ; we replied by our tears, and before 
he had finished, the spirit had fled from the body — 
her sufferings were over. 

Theobald imagined at first that his mother had 
fallen asleep again. In an authoritative tone he 
imposed silence on his sister, who asked for some- 
thing to drink; and placing his finger on his 
mouth, he made us a sign to be still. 

The poor child's mistake cut us to the heart ; 
and when we made him comprehend the dreadful 
truth, he uttered a terrible cry, and throwing him- 
self on the body of his mother, embraced her 
several times passionately, but the \\o\fcwo& oX.\as> 

c 
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grief caused him to faint. In this state, the servant 
took him in his arms, and placed him in the 
carriage; burning wax-lights were put, one on 
each side of the couch of the deceased, and Mar- 
garita and the shepherd undertook to sit up with 
the corpse. I took the newly-born infant in my 
arms, the doctor carried the sick little girl, who 
cried most piteously. In this way we reached the 
carriage, in which, with the three children, we 
set off. The Abbe Durand and the doctor walked 
to town. 

It was already night ; a ray of moonlight fell 
on the pallid countenance of Theobald, who, 
recovered from his fainting fit, remained in a 
dull stupor ; not one of us had courage to utter 
a single word till we reached Bastia. I lived 

in the square ; Madame D persuaded me to 

go home. 

" Your husband will be alarmed, and perhaps 
dissatisfied, by a longer absence/' said she ; " to- 
morrow we can advise together as to what 
remains to be done." I placed the infant in her 
arms, it slept peacefully, and I entered my house 
with a mind painfully occupied by the scene I 
had witnessed. 
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CHAPTER II. 



THE CORSICANS.* 



The following morning, I went early to the 
baroness ; the infant was on her lap, and she was 
giving it some drops of milk. 

" I thank you sincerely for your kind and ready 
assistance/' said she. " Do you know of a good 
nurse at this time? This child requires one 
immediately." 

" I know just the person to suit you, a very poor, 
but honest young woman, who has just lost her 
own infant, and whose husband, a sailor, is absent 
on a long voyage, and will not return home for a 
year or two." 

" That is fortunate, and will suit us exactly ; 
tell me where she is to be found, and I will im- 
mediately send to engage her. Last night, the 
Abbe Durand baptized this poor little creature, 
who is very weak ; the doctor assures me she was 
born prematurely." 

" And Theobald, how is he to-day ? " 

" My maid sat up with him ; he was in a high 
fever and delirious all night, but is better now. 
Would you like to see him ? " 

I accepted her offer willingly, for the poor 
orphan interested me much. We went to the 
room where he was in bed. 

c 2 
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" Do you know me?" said I, approaching him. 

He made an affirmative sign, but said nothing; 
his forehead was burning, and his large black eyes 
gleamed with fever. 

" In his present state we cannot ask him any 
questions," said the baroness ; " and yet it would 
be very desirable to know the name of his family 
and the village they inhabit, as well as the place 
where their father was murdered, so as to be able 
to put justice on the track of the guilty parties/' 

" His sister can perhaps give us these details," 
I suggested. 

" You are right," said Madame D , u let us 

go to my dressing-room, where I have had a bed 
placed for her. She has the ague, but fortunately 
no wanderings ; the doctor has prescribed quinine 
for her." 

The little girl told us she was named Clarita 
Loncini. She was born at Piovela, where her 
great-grandmother and aunt resided; but she 
could not enlighten us, as to the exact place where 
her father was murdered. She only remembered it 
was in the middle of the day, in a maquis (or 
thicket), where they were all reposing, and waiting 
for the extreme heat to pass, in order to continue 
their route. Clarita was asleep, when she was 
suddenly roused by the piercing cries of her 
mother, and beheld a dreadful sight ; her father 
was extended on the grass, bathed in blood, her 
mother was calling loudly to him, and imploring 
him to answer her ; but, alas ! he was dead. The 
sound of horses' feet and a second report of fire- 
arms was heard. 

Madame Loncini rushed from the fatal spot, 
dragging her children with her; they lost them- 
selves in the wood, and walked the whole night, 
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until they found the stable, where they rested, 
worn out with fatigue. Clarita shuddered while 
relating this terrible adventure ; we caressed her 
affectionately, and wept with her. She was a 
pretty little girl, notwithstanding her sickly ap- 
pearance. 

The nurse arrived, and after making our 
arrangements, we gave the infant into her charge. 
The baroness then wrote to the maire of Piovela, 
requesting him to inform the family of their 
double loss. A detachment of Corsican voltigeurs 
was sent from Bastia to search for the body of 
Antonio, and to arrest the murderer, if it was pos- 
sible to find him. The story of the little girl 
made us imagine that it was a little above Furi- 
ani that the crime had been committed. "We then 
gave directions about the funeral of the poor 
mother, and the Abbe Durand was kind enough 
to undertake the management, and to officiate. 
Next morning, after having attended the service, 
I quickly returned to the, hotel of the baroness; 
she was in the garden, where I joined her. 

" Theobald is much better," cried she, on per- 
ceiving me ; " he took a little soup last evening, 
and passed a very good night, sleeping calmly." 

" But have the voltigeurs made any discovery ? " 

" They found a spot in the wood, saturated with 
blood, about four leagues from Bastia ; and have 
brought a horse and a valise, that Clarita has 
identified as having belonged to her father. As 
to the body it has not been found." 

" Perhaps Antonio may not be dead after all," 
cried I ; " what happiness for his children, if their 
father still lived." 

The baroness shook her head. " We must not 
expect such good fortune," said she, mournfully. 



"At all eraa*. nor m word ant be aid to 
Theobald, ibr fear of granf kn» a ndse hope." 

The weatl» m sasmfiocBt; we took a few 
turns round the large guden. ettdrdr surrounded 
by a hedge of aloes, with long thorns. The air 
was balmy with the perfume of orange and citron 
trees, then in full flower. We stood on the terrace 
and looked at the sea, then so tranquil and trans- 
parent; on the calm surface, the fishermen's boats 
were gilding homeward. Nine o'clock now struck 
on the town dock, and at the same moment a 
steamboat shot rapidly before us, learing a long 
track of foam on the waves, and a column of smoke 
in the air, both of which soon disappeared. 

" Behold the image of happiness in this life/' 
said Madame D , to me. 

" Or rather the image of its glories/' I replied. 

At this moment we heard a stifled sigh close 
to us, and on turning, found it proceeded from 
Theobald, who had joined us. 

" What is the matter, my dear child ? " asked 
the baroness in her kindest manner. 

" Ah I madame, is not that the steamboat that 
goes each week to France ? " 

" Yes, my child, does it interest you? " 

" It was on that we had engaged our berths," 
said the poor boy; "and if misfortune had 
not fallen upon us, we should, at this moment, 
have been all on board. And my poor mother, 
who so longed for the day of departure ! " 
He fell on his knees, and burst into tears ; they 
wore the first he had shed since the terrible 
eatastrophe. We allowed them to flow, for we 
felt they would relieve him. 

"My poor child," at length said Madame 
D ; "imitate your good mother's example, 
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her courage, and resignation. Pray to God fer- 
vently, He never abandons us when we invoke His 
aid with faith." 

" And to think that three days later we should 
have been safe from their vengeance ! " pursued 
Theobald, following the train of his thoughts. 

" Did your father know he ran any danger ? " 
we asked, making him sit on a garden bench. 

"No," replied the youth. We thought we had 
nothing more to fear, as the Fabianos had left 
the island for the last seven years, and we had 
not heard they were likely to return." 

" Who are the Fabianos ? " I asked. 

" The enemies of our family for more than a 
century. There is much blood between us ; they 
have killed more than ten of our relations, but 
we have not been behind with them," added he, 
with fierce pride. " I was but six years' old when 
they besieged our house, and remember it as 
well as if it had been yesterday. I carried the 
cartouches to my father; my poor mother had 
fainted; but Annunciata fired the guns like a 
man. Ah ! my aunt Annunciata is a woman of 
courage. Our house is well fortified, with bars 
of iron everywhere; however, when our shep- 
herds came to our assistance, it was indeed time, 
for we were beginning to want ammunition." 

" What customs ! My God, what customs ! " 
exclaimed the baroness. 

Theobald looked at her in astonishment. 

You speak like my poor mother," said he; 
she always blamed our habits, which she called 
barbarous. My aunt Annunciata insisted that 
her sister-in-law had no more courage than a 
kid ; but my dear mother was so gentle and good, 
every one loved her." 



ct 
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" Do all in your power to resemble her, 
Theobald ; hut what were you going to do on the 
continent? " 

"To pursue my studies, madame; my father 
whh to have placed me at college, after we had 
viaited my aunt Folmont, the only living relation 
on my mother's side. "We did not intend to 
undertake the voyage until next spring ; but my 
aunt wrote to say she was very ill, and my mother 
determined to set off at once." 

Divine service being at this moment announced 
by the church bell, the baroness advised Theobald 
to attend. 

'•My footman shall conduct you/' said she; 
"Pray the Almighty for your father and mother; 
it in now all you can do for them." 

" No, not all/' replied the youth, moving away. 

" Did you hear that ? " said I, to my friend. 

" Alas ! I did," she replied ; " a vague desire of 
vengeance already fills that young heart. I par- 
ticularly observed him all day yesterday, and 
am convinced that the only hope for him lies in a 
truly Christian education; otherwise, one day or 
other, his hands will be stained with blood. He 
is proud, violent, and vindictive like all his race ; 
he also possesses all the great qualities of the 
national character, — courage, honour, the love of 
family and of his country, and knowledge of his 
own dignity. Ah ! he is, indeed, a true Corsican." 

" Yes, the Corsican of the mountains," said the 
•Dr. Saludo, who at this moment joined us. 

We turned at his voice. 

te X2° no ^ a ^ Corsicans resemble each other?" 
s *id J '9 somewhat mischievously; for he was of 
-^W/^a* ana * * liked to teaze him. 
r ^V^o, a thousand times no, madame, their 
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customs and manners are as different as the terri- 
tory they inhabit. The people of Bastia, for 
example, and the inhabitants of all the larger 
towns — I may also add the country people of La 
Balagne, of Nebbio, or of Cape Corse, in fact, 
that portion of the island which is most laborious 
and most civilized, do they resemble, think you, 
the mountaineers of Sartene, of Ajaccio, or Corte ? 
It must be be borne in mind that the Phoenicians, 
the Greeks, the Romans, the Aragonese, the Pisans, 
the Genoese, the English, and the French, have 
all in turn possessed Corsica, and each nation 
impressed the mark of its passage on the natives." 

" But," said I, " how is it that on so small a 
surface all these different customs and manners 
have not melted little by little, as has already 
happened in France, in England, and many other 
countries ? 

" Oh, madame, that is easily explained. Cor- 
sica is little more than a chain of mountains 
extending the whole length of the island from 
Cape Corse to that of Bonifacio ; these mountains 
are crossed by wild and savage gorges and narrow 
valleys, and up to this day there is very little 
communication possible. The rivers are not navi- 
gable ; there are no roads ; those from Bastia to 
Ajaccio and to St. Florent are the only roads 
where travelling in a carriage is practicable, and 
those have not yet existed fifty years ; everywhere 
else we must proceed on horseback, across rocks, 
and through thickets, and at the risk of breaking 
the traveller's neck. These difficulties, joined to 
the natural indifference of the Corsican for all 
that does not concern him personally, cause the 
inhabitants of places separated only by a hill to 
remain utter strangers to each othet. I&sxpj *& 
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the people on the mountains rarely descend to the 
plain; and hundreds of country people die without 
ever having put foot in one of our towns." 

"Can you in any way explain that love of 
vengeance common to all Corsicans, and which is 
the distinctive mark of their character ? During 
the short time I have been at Bastia, the most 
civilized town on the island, three murders have 
been committed in the vicinitv I inhabit. Is not 
this a deplorable state of things ? " 

" I lament it with you, madame, and with all 
good and enlightened Corsicans, and they, I am 
happy to say, are very numerous; but let us hope 
the rising generation, educated on the continent, 
will sooner or later lose their naturally fierce incli- 
nations. The Corsican soldiers serving in your 
army, where they invariably distinguish themselves 
by their bravery, and other brilliant and sterling 
qualities, will there imbibe the spirit of real honour, 
and bring home to their hearths those lights and 
principles that must modify the present customs, 
and, in time, regenerate the whole population. 
However, we must admit the amelioration will be 
slow, for the spirit of hatred and vengeance 
in the heart of a Corsican will long survive the 
march of improvement. The power of prejudice 
is such, that it triumphs over the repugnance of 
the most learned and enlightened men ; while the 
fear of scorn and contempt, which is the portion 
of those who refuse to revenge themselves (that 
human respect which unfortunately is stronger 
than the voice of conscience), has, I regret to say, 
often induced men to commit murder who were 
naturally disposed to be good and virtuous." 

" Great heaven ! " I exclaimed, "to make mur- 
der a point of honour ! To erect it into a virtue 
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This is dreadful, your countrymen must be very 
bad/' 

"You know they are not," said the doctbr 
with warmth; for while admitting the baneful 
effects of "La Vendetta," the good man would 
not listen to a word against the national honour. 
"The Corsican is full of good qualities; he is 
courageous, hospitable, and faithful to his word 
and engagements. Fraud and rapine are unknown 
to him. You may leave your house open day and 
night, and travel charged with gold, without fear- 
ing the abstraction of the smallest coin ; robbery, 
and all crimes suggested by low or sordid passions, 
are considered a stain, and inspire the most pro- 
found contempt in public opinion. € La Vendetta ' 
never would have taken such root with us, if the 
principle did not proceed from a feeling of honour, 
and from an exaggerated sense of justice." 

"What, 'La Vendetta' a sense of justice!" I 
exclaimed, interrupting the doctor; "you will 
have some difficulty in persuading me of this." 

"Because you are not yet sufficiently acquainted 
with our history," replied he, immediately. " You 
do not know that the Corsican, oppressed and 
groaning under the domination of the Genoese, 
finding no justice or protection, either in the laws 
or with the magistrates, was compelled to seek it 
himself in the blade of his stiletto. When the 
culprit could purchase the pardon of his crime by 
paying a sum of money it was necessary that the 
courage of the injured party should serve as 
counterpoise to the iniquity of the judge." 

" ' La Vendetta ' might then have been less 
odious," said I, " but not less criminal, for in my 
eyes nothing can justify murder." 

"La Vendetta, in reality, is no m\HC<tet" *fc- 
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plied the doctor; "it is almost always an open 
and declared war; it has laws which are always 
respected. Generally, before commencing hos- 
tilities, an emissary of the offended party pre- 
sents himself before the enemy, and warns him 
by saying, ' War is declared between ns ; I give 
you eight days to apprize your relations and 
friends, but at the expiration of that time, be- 
ware!' There is no example that this time of 
armistice has ever been violated by either party. 
In all this, madame, there is nothing low or 
even unjust ." 

" Do not take so much trouble to defend a bad 
cause," said I, laughing at the doctor's warmth 
of manner. " I do not reproach you with base 
or low motives, for I well know you are all but 
too susceptible on the point of honour." 

" Alas ! " said the baroness, who till now had 
listened in silence, "when will the spirit of 
charity reign on earth? When will men, who 
recognize God as their common Father, look 
on each other as brothers? I hear continual 
discussions on the best means of civilizing 
Corsica. Some pretend it is only necessary to 
make practicable roads in order that the lights of 
the times and the march of improvement may 
circulate freely ; others assert that the institution 
of a jury has given a mortal blow to the barbarous 
prejudice of the ' vendetta/ from which it can never 
rise ; there are some, also, who seriously declare 
that in destroying the goats, they would do away 
with the most frequent subject of disputes and 
subsequent vengeance; others would burn all the 
maquis, or thickets, and cultivate the untitled 
lands. It appears to me that as secondary causes, 
all this might contribute towards the great work 
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of civilization ; but I firmly believe that the foun- 
dation of Corsican regeneration must lie in 
Christian education, which alone can ameliorate 
,a whole people, as it improves individuals." 

"Now do not contradict me, doctor," added 
she, seeing Mr. Saludo about to interrupt her; 
"I know beforehand all you would say. The 
Corsican is religious without doubt, and would 
sacrifice his life if necessary to prove his faith in 
our blessed Redeemer ; but his devotion is not suffi- 
ciently enlightened, he knows the outward prac- 
tices of religion, but very little of its moral ten- 
dencies, which are the essence, very little, in 
short, of that practical charity and love which 
Christ's religion enjoins on all. If priests, im- 
bued with this evangelic spirit were sent every- 
where, and the means of gratuitous education in- 
creased for poor boys and girls, which has already 
done so much good amongst other people, this, with 
the establishment of good boarding-schools for the 
Christian education of young ladies, — for women, 
in whatever state of subordination they may be 
held in this country, nevertheless, exercise an im- 
mense influence on public opinion, — if, I say, this 
plan were carried out you would very soon see 
wonderful results spring from this Christian 
teaching. 

" You are right," said the doctor, in a grave 
tone. " Yes, you are certainly right ; how is it 
that this has never been thought of before ? " 

" I know not," said the baroness, " but let us 
go, if you please, and visit your little patient, 
whom I long to see cured of her fever." 

I accompanied them to see Clarita, and perceiv- 
ing that she was already much better, took my 
leave, and returned home. 
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CHAPTER III. 



.»;w IN THE NEIGHBOURHOOD OF BASTIA. 



\ Atwutf church after vespers, in the after- 

^ , iic wine day, my husband informed me 

v x ,^i ii\4 accompany me in our usual walk, 

w ^ -ii&AKttl ' } y an aflfair connected with his 

N v Vuuovtnl at this disappointment, I took our 

\\«\ii aiul their nurse, directed my steps to 

N ^siuum, hikI, disdaining the beaten tracks, 

v *\ % , i\» iho right among flowering heaths and 

. >x «'i myrtle. We soon found ourselves in a 

x<^ u\A narrow ravine, entirely covered with wild 

v . N ;; ii^j luntisques, and the rose-laurel, so 

s ,u u i\\ the island. Crossing the little brook 

\ x uiiiimii'<i(l at the bottom, we ascended about 

VN '». ,»i iht> hilUide, when we reached a kind of 

. v .',mii *Ihm1<mI by oak and olive-trees. Some- 

k v . imil by the steep ascent, I seated myself on 

NV V 1\ »'l K ,,,in ^ (; covered with moss. A forest 

,i,»\»hrny- trees with their red and flexible 

..^-, i liftui' evergreen foliage, and small white 

v w* ig, *lunl their Ncarlet fruit in every direction; 

v . 4 i\mimiI wiiN covered; my children picked up 

. v i>tl ijiiiiiiLily with which they filled their 

v.^.w lul* i lh«y ate part of them, and began 

\\ |M M with thi) remainder. The setting sun 

l^.uumUsil Hid horizon, not a cloud veiled the 

of tho heavens, the valley lay at our 
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feet with all its luxuriant vegetation, and the 
sea presented itself to our view, majestic and 
boundless, like infinity, of which it is an image. 
The transparency of the atmosphere was such, that 
the coast of Tuscany, more than twenty leagues 
distant, was distinctly visible. 

The wild rocks of Monte Christo and Capraija 
threw their shadows on the sleeping waves ; and 
the white houses of the island of Elba appeared 
dearly, lighted as they were by the oblique rays 
which gilded them. I long contemplated this 
isle, celebrated as it is by the remembrance of the 
great man whose birth-place was Corsica, and 
who, after having subjugated nearly the whole 
of Europe, found himself reduced to the possession 
of this poor little kingdom, where his great soul 
could not exist. I sighed when I thought of this 
great reverse of fortune, and, looking around, 
beheld my children, so blooming, so joyous. I 
thought myself so happy and fortunate in my 
middle station, under this pure sky, in the midst 
of this magnificent vegetation — this perfect soli- 
tude — that my heart softened, my eyes filled with 
tears of gratitude, and, falling on my knees, I 
gave thanks to the Almighty for showering upon 
me so many favours. When I recovered from 
this kind of ecstacy, the sun's orb had disappeared 
beneath the waves. It was more than time to 
return home. I called my children, and they ran 
before me. We hastened on, following the wind- 
ings of the hill. We soon reached a wood of 
chestnut-trees, whose yellow leaves strewed the 
ground, for it was autumn. Multitudes of little 
birds were singing in the higher branches. 
This, with the murmur of a limpid brook 
falling in mimic cascades over fragments of 
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rock, formed a real, though quite a different, 
scene of enchantment. " Oh God !" said I in my 
inmost heart, "how generous art Thou thus to 
diversity Thy gifts, in order to multiply our plea- 
sures." And, walking on slowly, plunged in a 
sweet reverie, I was startled by an almost imper- 
ceptible rustle. I stopped to listen ; it was like 
the footfall of a man on the dead leaves which 
crackled under his weight. 

To meet a human being in the neighbourhood 
of a town containing a population of 13,000 souls, 
may appear a very natural occurrence, but it was 
so late, and the place so retired and solitary, that 
I trembled involuntarily. The sound at each in- 
stant became more distinct. I tried to raise my 
courage by thinking it was some villager return- 
ing home, and endeavoured to laugh at my fears, 
although my heart continued to beat far more 
quickly than usual. It approached nearer and 
more near, then suddenly ceased ; I turned round 
and perceived at the distance of ten steps, a very 
tall man, between two chestnut-trees, who contem- 
plated us with eyes, that in the darkness appeared 
like those of a lynx. The lower part of his face 
was hidden by a long and bristling beard, which 
reached to his chest ; the pelone (or mantle) of 
long hair which covered him, gave him the ap- 
pearance of a wild animal at that hour ; his head 
was concealed by a long pointed cap. A gun on 
his shoulder, and a cartouche bag, with a pistol 
on the left side, completed his accoutrements. He 
held a small horse by the bridle, which was pawing 
the earth with impatience. I looked long, in spite 
of myself, at this strange apparition, which exer- 
cised a kind of fascination upon me, for I was 
transfixed with terror. At length recalling all 
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my energy, I took my children, one in each hand, 
and began to run as fast as I could on the uneven 
ground ; but all at once I was arrested by the 
very brook I had so much admired a few minutes 
before. It was not deep, but much too wide to 
pass with dry feet ; I knew not what to do, for I 
dared not go back. At this moment I heard a 
voice crying, in the Corsican idiom, " Let me assist 
you ;" and before I knew what plan to pursue, I 
felt myself raised by two strong nervous arms and 
safely placed on the other side. I uttered a cry, 
at which the man with the long beard smiled ; he 
took over the children and nurse in the same 
manner, and said, as he walked by my side, — 

"You are not a native of this place, signora ?" 

" No, sir," I replied in a somewhat trembling 
voice. 

" But you live at Bastia ? " 

" For the last six months I have lived in the 
town."' 

"Ah! no doubt your husband has a situation 
under the French government ? " 

"Precisely," I replied, much surprised at the 
kind of examination I was undergoing, not know- 
ing at that time how curious the Corsican is by 
nature. 

" Has your husband a good place ?" continued 
my questioner. 

" I can only assure you we are perfectly satis- 
fied." 

"Well, and how do you pass the time at 
Bastia?" 

" You should know that better than I, for no 
doubt you are a native." 

"la native of Bastia 1" cried he, in a. to&& cS. 
contempt. " Oh, no, signora, thank ^jow. \ \ kbl 

d 
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from beyond the mountains : there is, do you see, 
as much difference between a Corsican of my 
country and a Bastiaccio, as there is between the 
blade of my stiletto and a dinner-knife." And 
with these words he drew from a dirty morocco 
case the brightest, and apparently the keenest, 
stiletto I had ever seen. I took care not to con- 
tradict him, being very anxious to terminate our 
interview. 

" Here is a path that will take you straight to 
the town, as it is there you wish to go," said he, 
pointing out a narrow road winding through the 
thicket of underwood. 

" Thank you," said I, bowing to him, " I will 
immediately take it, as I am anxious to return 
home." He watched me for some time, still 
holding his horse by the bridle ; then I heard him 
turn away, humming an old song. When I 
reached home I found several friends waiting 
for me; I immediately related my adventure. 
They all laughed much at my alarm. I said I had 
taken the man for a bandit, and any one in my 
place would have done the same. 

"And if it had been a bandit," said Dr. Saludo, 
" what then ? You would have had nothing to 
fear, for your husband is not in vendetta with any 
one that I know of ; and even were it so, women 
and children are always respected. The term ban- 
dit, which appears to alarm you so much, does not 
signify either a thief or a low criminal, but simply 
an accused man who is outlawed ; and in Italian it 
means literally a banished man. The bandit 
watches his enemy and kills him, with a certain 
aim, if he meets him ; but he would not touch an 
inoffensive man, far less a woman. He accepts 
from his friends the ammunition necessary for his 
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kind of life — often, indeed, the bread and polenta 
for his support; but far from taking the most 
trifling article, he would consider it a duty to 
punish in the most exemplary manner those 
capable of such baseness, so much would he fear 
being confounded with them. Indeed, the kind 
of existence which the bandits lead is not con- 
sidered dishonourable, and you frequently see very 
worthy people do them kind offices, and on terms 
of friendship with them. For many of these men 
re-enter society after having passed the time of 
their outlawry, and take the place they formerly 
occupied there without having lost in public 
opinion." 

"All this does not prevent the eyes of my 
adventurer with the long beard from being very 
extraordinary eyes," said I laughing ; " but really, 
my dear doctor, all the Corsican bandits should 
unite in bestowing upon you a lancet of honour 
for the warm manner in which you take up their ' 
cause." 
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walking alone at dusk in the garden ; — in short, he 
has disappeared, and we have found no trace of 
him, although I have done everything possible to 
find him. What think you of it all, my dear 
friend ? " 

"I think that this is a very extraordinary 
country, and hope this boy has not already con- 
ceived some project of vengeance ! Did you 
remark that he carried a stiletto under his 
vest ? " 

" Madame need not be alarmed at that," said 
the lady's-maid — who was working at the window ; 
" almost all the Corsican children carry a stiletto 
at eight or nine years of age. It is the custom 
here." 

u What a terrible custom ; and how uneasy I 
feel," said the baroness. " This child interested 
me to the greatest degree ; perhaps I was respon- 
sible, as he was in my house ; what shall I say 
to his relations, when they come to claim him ? 
Are they not sufficiently unhappy ? " 

" Calm yourself," said I, " Theobald is not lost ; 
perhaps he has gone to Vesina, to the hovel where 
his mother died, or to pray on her tomb — who 
can tell?" 

" That is a very probable conjecture," said the 
baroness, somewhat relieved. " I will send im- 
mediately to Pietranera." 

" It will be useless," said an old Corsican 
woman, in her native dialect, who had been 
standing for a few moments in the doorway. 
We turned on hearing her voice, and recognized 
Prancesca, the purveyor of water from Cardo, 
who carried a large basket on her head, filled with 
vessels containing water, and covered with rushes 
and foliage. 
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fabe or black 
serves as a mezzaro 10 the poor people. She was 
barefooted, and her whole appearance denoted 
poverty approaching i Hn sai indigence. But not- 
withstanding all this. Francesea's desthiT might 
have been tot brilliant. She was young and 
handsome in 1787, when Bernadotte, afterwards 
Charles John, king of Sweden, was a private 
soldier in the regiment of royal marines. He 
was employed on the works of the road between 
Bastia and St. Florent, and often saw the yonng 
girl. He fell in lore with her, and proposed 
marriage; but Francesca's father refused the 
offer, because the youth at that time possessed 
nothing but his courage and his talents, though 
both were unimpeachable. Time passed on: 
Bernadotte dictated laws to Sweden, and poor 
Francesca carried the water of Cardo ! We were 
well acquainted with this circumstance in the 
poor woman's life ; and we often wondered among 
ourselves if Francesca would have been happier, 
Heated on the throne of Sweden, than she was in 
her laborious and obscure existence. 

"Why do you say it will be useless to send to 
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Pietranera, my good woman ?" asked the baroness 
kindlv. 

" Because the lad yon are in search of is not 
at Pietranera, but in the thicket out there. I 
cannot exactly say where. I saw him pass yester- 
day evening on horseback, and recognized him. 
He was accompanied by Burcica the bandit. 
They both stopped to drink at the spring. I 
offered them some bread and milk, and my neigh- 
bour filled their pockets with lentils." 

" Gracious heavens ! Theobald in the maquis ! " 
cried the baroness; "a child barely fourteen years 
of age in such a place !" 

"But is Burcica not a man, with a long 
beard, and very piercing eyes ? " asked I of 
Prancesca. 

"Eyes as brilliant as two stars," replied the 
old woman, "with a lion's heart, and hands of 
iron ; that man never missed his aim !" 

"'Tis he!" I exclaimed, and related my meet- 
ing with him the previous evening. Two hours 
later, the Corsican voltigeurs explored the wood 
in search of Theobald, whom we suspected of 
some dark project, but they returned the next day 
without having found him. 

Clarita was much better ; thanks to the con- 
tinual care of which she was the object. The poor 
child was as gentle as a lamb, and most grateful 
to her benefactress. For some time we concealed 
from her the flight of Theobald, whom she loved 
tenderly, and also the death of her little sister, 
who soon joined her poor mother in heaven. The 
little angel expired in the arms of the baroness, 
notwithstanding our care and that of her wet- 
nurse. Three days passed, and no answer arriv- 
ing from the mayor of Piovela, the baronet ta- 
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of clothing. 

"We are earth" one sLeeve too short," said 
she. " Mr maid is ogs, a&i w£I hoc return for 
an hour or move, and thss frock is wanted imme- 
diatelr." 

" I win go and boy what tool require far the 
sleeve, and the frock will be finished to-night," 
said I. 

" Yon are always kind," replied madame, with 
a sweet smile. I took my bonnet, and went to a 
shop near the harbour ; in ten minutes I was 
crossing the market-place, my little parcel in 
hand, when I was accosted bv an old woman 
whom I only knew by sight. " How can a lady 
like you trouble herself with carrying that parcel? 
Have you no servants?" I looked at her in 
astonishment. 

"What I say was not intended to hurt you, 
carissima signora," pursued she ; " for we all lore 
you in this neighbourhood. If you please, I will 
call that woman who is seated down there, to 
carry your parcel." 

"No, my good woman/' said I, laughing; 
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" Providence has given me arms, and I choose to 
make use of them." 

" These French women are very singular/' 
murmured the old creature, in the Corsican idiom ; 
"however, she is a good lady, nevertheless." 

1 continued my way, and saw a young girl on 
horseback; she entered the market-square from 
the main street, and was followed by a boy also 
on horseback, whom I instantly recognized. It 
was Theobald. I uttered an exclamation ; he saw 
me at once, coloured very much, instantly leapt 
from his horse, anfl ran to me. 

" Whence do you come, naughty boy ? " said 
I, tapping him on the cheek ; " both the baroness 
and I have been in great anxiety about you." 

"Indeed, I am very sorry, madame. Burcica 
promised you should be apprized of my departure. 
How is my poor sister ? " Then turning to his 
companion, he added, "Annunciata, this is the 
lady." 

Annunciata jumped lightly off her horse. She 
was a tall and handsome girl, about twenty-five 
years of age ; her mourning dress fitting closely, 
permitted her fine figure to be seen, which was 
easy, graceful, and at the same time robust. Her 
mezzaro of rich lace did not conceal her hair, 
which was darker than the raven's wing, and 
formed into thick braids on each side of her face ; 
her eyes shone with unusual brilliancy ; all the 
lines of her countenance recalled the finest types 
of ancient sculpture ; her cheeks were delicately 
red ; her beautifully-formed mouth, however, had 
a disdainful expression, but her smile, which dis- 
closed a set of white and most regular teeth, 
softened the face, which otherwise would have 
worn a somewhat severe expression. She saluted 
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me with grace. "Madame," said she, with a 
very strong accent and low voice ; " my grand- 
mother and I are most grateful to you, and also to 

Madame D , for all your care and kindness to 

my unfortunate sister-in-law and her poor chil- 
dren." In pronouncing these words, she pressed 
my hand with warmth, and large tears rolled from 
her eyes. 

" Mademoiselle," I replied, " we can only lament 
that our efforts were not crowned with happier 
results. The poor little'infant is gone to increase 
the number of angels in heaven, but Clarita is 
much better. Will you see her ? I will conduct 
you to the baroness, who will be delighted to 
make your acquaintance." 

She accepted the offer with joy. The country- 
man who attended her, took the two horses, tied 
them to a ring in the wall, following the custom 
of the people who go to market, and told Annun- 
ciata he would take the lawyer's letter to the 
Signor Cafarelli. 

" Go at once," said she; then turning to me, 
" I wait your orders, madame." 

This was the first time that Annunciata had 
left her native village ; any but a Corsican girl 
would have been dazzled and intimidated by what 
she saw. A servant in rich livery opened the 
door of the baroness's hotel ; the mite of drawing- 
rooms through which we had to pass to the work- 
room, were all magnificently furnished. The circle 
of ladies was chiefly composed of the wives of the 
highest authorities, and the richest inhabitants of 
the town ; the greater number were dressed as for 
a,f§te, for the ladies of Bastia are extremely fond 
of dress ; several of them, tired with work that had 
lasted for some hours, were laughing and chatting 
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together like great girls at a boarding-school. They 
even talked of having a little music to enliven them, 
and one had risen at the general request of her 
companions, to place herself at the piano when 
we entered the room. At the same instant, every 
eye was turned to the new comer. Annun- 
ciata did not lower hers ; no trace of timidity was 
visible ; she advanced with modesty, but without 
the least appearance of awkwardness, towards the 
baroness, whom she no doubt distinguished from 
the rest by Theobald's description, for, of all the 
ladies present, my excellent friend was certainly 
the most simple, both in dress and manners. 
Annunciata addressed her in touching and grate- 
ful terms, with a trembling voice. The deport- 
ment of the young girl was remarkable for 
dignity and calmness. The baroness received her 
with her usual kind manner, and taking her by 
the hand led her to Clarity's room. This charm- 
ing child threw herself into the arms of her aunt 
and Theobald, who had followed us. 

" Naughty brother," said she ; " why did you 
go without your little Clarita ? " 

" Sister/' replied the lad, with much gravity ; 
" I had a duty to perform." 

" Theobald is now become the head of our 
family," said his aunt, with a heavy sigh; "it 
was necessary for him to attend the funeral of 
his father; it was only the day before yesterday, 
Clarita, that the remains of my poor brother were 
placed in the family vault." 

" His body was then found? " said the baroness. 

"Alas I our shepherds brought it home even 
before we received your letter. My poor brother 
had left us the evening before in perfect health, 
and his body came back to us wounded and diafi- 
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gured." The young girl repressed the tears 
which were ready to fall. " Let us wait patiently, 
however," said she ; " there is justice in Heaven. 
The two brothers Fabiano have been taken by the 
gendarmes. The supreme court will avenge us, 

I hope ; and if they fail us, in time young 

lions become lions/' said she, casting a long and 
significant look on her nephew. 

"But why did you leave without apprizing 
me of your intention, Theobald?" asked the 
baroness. "Did you not foresee the anxiety 
your disappearance would cause ? " 

" I was wrong for leaving without you* know- 
ledge, madame," replied the boy; "but our friend 
Burcica arrived in the evening when I was walk- 
ing in the garden. He perceived me, jumped 
the aloe hedge, and told me to follow him, as he 
had a message for me, and the vicinity of the 
barracks did not allow of his remaining there. 
I knew Burcica well, having often taken powder 
to him from my father ; so I had no hesitation 
in following him. We walked on in silence to 
the little wood, where he had left his horse. 
' Your grandmother has sent me to fetch you/ 
said he at length. € To-morrow the last duties 
are to be paid to our poor Antonio. We must 
proceed all night ; we have not a moment to lose. 
You will afterwards return to thank the kind- 
hearted lady who has done so much for you. 
Besides, I will inform her of the cause of your 
absence ' " 

At this moment a servant announced the 
visit of Monsieur, Madame, and Mademoiselle 
Cafarelli, who entered the room immediately. 
The signor was a thin man, about sixty years of 
age, with a serious, though benevolent, aspect. 
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" Mademoiselle/' said he, addressing Annun- 
ciata, "I have received our friend the lawver 
Muletto's letter, and beg to say that my services, 
as well as my house, are at your disposal." 

The young girl bowed. The ladies Cafarelli 
then advanced. They both wore the national 
mezzaro, which covered the white muslin hand- 
kerchief that encircled the mother's head; the 
daughter wore hers on her fine chestnut- coloured 
hair. They both embraced Annunciata, as if she 
had been an old friend, though they now saw her 
for the first time. The laws of hospitality are 
such in this country (still in some respects so 
near a state of nature), that a few lines of recom- 
mendation traced by the hand of a friend is 
sufficient to procure the most pressing and hearty 
welcomev for a stranger. You may in this way 
make the tour of the island, and everywhere be 
the object of most delicate attentions. People 
will dispute the pleasure of receiving you. Except 
in the large towns there are no inns in Corsica. 
Travellers are received in the houses of the 
residents, where, with simple dignity, they bestow 
the most cordial and graceful welcome — every 
comfort, in short, that they are able to offer. 
The Cafarellis insisted on the young girl re- 
turning with them, the strangers' room having 
been already prepared for her. They also invited 
Theobald, but he preferred staying with his sister. 
When they took their leave, the baroness and I 
returned to the work-room. 
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CHAPTER V. 



RELIGIOUS INSTRUCTION. 

The following day Annunciata acquainted us 
with her hopes and intentions. The two Fabianos 
arrived at Piovela the evening before the depar- 
ture of Antonio Loncini. They were not seen in 
the village during the whole of the following day, 
and a shepherd had met them in the thicket 
armed with guns and pistols. Towards evening 
the same man found the pocket-book of the elder 
brother, Giuseppe, very near the scene of the 
murder, and this contained several letters ad- 
dressed in his name. Annunciata felt convinced 
these two men had committed the murder ; " and 
no one," added she, " could have a doubt on the 
subject." The court must therefore condemn 
them to death, and thus would terminate the 
long enmity between the two houses of Loncini 
and Fabiano, as after them the family was only 
composed of women. 

" And what are your intentions respecting your 
nephew ? " asked the baroness. 

" To send him on the continent for his educa- 
tion, as such was the wish of my deceased brother. 
Indeed, there is no time to be lost, for he has 
just completed his fourteenth year, and knows 
nothing but what his mother could teach him. 
It is true thai my sister-in-law was a very supe- 
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rior and clever woman, as regards learning. She 
could read and write with the greatest facility, 
besides being acquainted with many other things. 
As for me, I am ignorant of all this, which is very 
unfortunate for Theobald. He will forget the 
little he knows, as he must now remain with us 
till after the next assizes; for he alone saw the 
eldest Fabiano aim at his father, and must bear 
testimony to that effect." 

" My aunt," said the boy, gravely, " I have 
already told you several times that I did not see 
Fabiano ; but when my father fell dead, I instantly 
thought it was he who dealt the blow." 

"Well, then, is not that the same thing?" 
pursued Annunciata, darting a terrible glance at 
the youth. 

The baroness reflected for a moment. 

"Mademoiselle," said she, at length, in her 
persuasive voice, " as you possess so few resources 
or means of instruction at Piovela, allow your 
nephew and niece to remain with me for some 
time. I will send Theobald to the best school, 
where he will learn French. In four months, at 
latest, one of my most intimate friends is going 
to travel on the continent. I will recommend 
your nephew to him, and he will place him in an 
excellent school at Paris, the superior of which is 
personally known to me. Will this arrangement 
suit you?" 

Annunciata reflected in her turn. 

"What you are kind enough to propose is, 
without doubt, very advantageous," said she 
at length; "and yet I foresee a circumstance 
which would render it advisable that Theobald 
should not leave me. He is still a child, and 
who knows ? " 
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She stopped short, as if fearful of committing^ 
herself. 

" However," continued Annunciata, " I consent^ 
I know not what I feel in regard to you. Yoi*^ 
are an angel, madame, and it is impossible to 
resist your wishes ; but it is necessary to consult 
my grandmother on the subject. " 

"Nothing can be more natural or proper/' 
replied the baroness. ""Will you write to her 
to-day ? " 

" I have already told you I cannot write," said 
Mademoiselle Loncini with a smile. " We moun- 
tain girls are only taught to be good housekeep- 
ers ; we know nothing but that. If you, madame, 
will kindly write the letter, I will send it by the 
countryman who is in attendance on me." 

The old lady's consent arrived in three days. 

Annunciata then prepared to leave, to the great 
regret of the Cafarellis, who wished her to extend 
her visit. Before her departure she went to take 
leave of the baroness. She embraced Clarita and 
Theobald ; then, taking the latter aside, — 

" Remember," said she, in a low voice, " that 
when the heart has recognized the murderer it is 
as if the eyes had seen the deed performed. At 
all events, I shall be here the day of the trial." 

She then mounted her horse with the grace of 
an experienced amazon, bowed to us all, and de- 
parted, followed by the countryman. The baroness's 
wish of keeping the two orphans with her was 
suggested by a lively feeling of Christian charity, 
as were all the actions of this admirable woman, 
who eagerly seized on every opportunity of doing 
good. She had quickly discovered that Theo- 
bald possessed an excellent disposition, but that 
he was violent and passionate. Clarita, on the 
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contrary, was very gentle and full of feeling, but 
timid and weak ; it was necessary, therefore, that 
religion should act as a check on the one, as a 
support and aid to the other, so that they might 
both advance in life without deviating from the 
path of virtue. It became then in the highest 
degree necessary to teach them their Christian 
duties, and that in such a manner as should make 
them love religion. Very little time remained for 
so important a work. This excellent woman lost 
not a moment. She prayed the Almighty to assist 
her, charged the superiors of the school to instruct 
Theobald in writing, orthography, and arithmetic, 
reserving to herself, in concert with the Abb6 
Durand, his religious instruction. To avoid 
fatiguing the minds of her young pupils, she 
taught them the catechism little by little; but 
leading them out on the terrace she made' them 
admire, at one and the same moment, the earth and 
its rich productions, the heavens with all their 
magnificence, the deep and illimitable sea. 

" All these wonders are but the pastime of the 
Most High, the creation one act of His will," and 
the children then formed some idea of the won- * 
drous power of God ! Next, calling their attention 
to themselves, she made them remark the just 
proportion of their limbs, the perfect and suitable 
formation of their bodies, the regularity of their 
features ; their eyes, so readily raised to heaven, 
our real country ; their ears, open to all harmonious 
sounds ; their mouths, capable of discerning and 
appreciating the finest fruits ; and all the senses, 
in short, which make existence so great a blessing, 
and enable us to enjoy all the gifts of God. " But 
all these gifts," continued she, " are but the least 
of His graces, for He has given us besvAfca ^ \s\veA 

E 
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capable of knowing Him, a heart made to adore 
Him, a soul intended to, enjoy His presence 
throughout all eternity ! " and the young people, 
who already comprehended the power of God, 
understood also something of His infinite good- 
ness. Not satisfied with teaching them the dogmas 
of our holy religion, she sought to inculcate the 
spirit of it at the same, time. With the New 
Testament in her hand, she made them follow 
with the deepest interest the divine life of the Word 
made Man, in order to save all men, meditating 
with them on the humility of that God who was 
content to be born in a stable and to expire on the 
cross, thereby teaching us to conquer pride and 
endure affliction; on Jesus who had compassion 
on all misfortunes ; who healed the sick and par- 
doned the repentant ; who said of Himself that He 
was mild and humble in heart ; who taught his 
disciples that they must pardon their enemies, not 
seven times, but seventy times seven, that is to 
say, indefinitely; who, in the torments of His 
passion, prayed for His executioners, when a look 
would have reduced them to nothing. Dwelling 
particularly on all that could inspire the love of 
our neighbour, and especially on the obligation of 
forgiveness of injuries, the baroness explained at 
length the parable of the Good Samaritan and 
that of the wicked servant, whose lord had taken 
compassion on him and forgiven a large debt, and 
who meeting one of his fellow-servants, who owed 
him an hundred pence, took him by the throat, 
and threw him into prison, in spite of his prayers ; 
hearing of this, his lord sent for him, and said, — 
"I forgave thee all that debt because thou de- 
siredst me : shouldst not thou also have had com- 
passion on thy fellow-servant, even as I had pity 
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on thee?" and in anger, his lord placed this 
wicked servant in the hands of justice, and left 
him there until he had fully paid his debt. She 
also made them consider the words of our Divine 
Saviour : " Love your enemies, do good to them 
that hate you, bless them that curse you, and pray 
for those who despitefully use you, that you may 
be the children of your Father who is in Heaven ; " 
and these not less sublime, — " If thou bring thy 
gift to the altar, and there rememberest that thy 
brother hath ought against thee, leave there thy 
gift, and go thy way ; first be reconciled to thy 
brother, and then come and offer thy gift." Then 
kneeling with them, she made them repeat these 
words of the most sublime of all prayers, — 
" Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those 
who trespass against us." 

While Theobald and Clarita were thus drawing 
from the source of truth the only principles which 
can render us happy in this world or in the next ; 
while these young hearts were opening to the 
love of God and their neighbour, like the calyx 
of the flowers to the invigorating dew, the trial 
followed the usual march of affairs in Corsica, 
and intrigues multiplied around the tribunal of 
justice. The brothers Fabiano had been trans- 
ferred from Corte to Bastia. 

For. three months they were detained in an 
unwholesome prison, situated within the enclosure 
of the citadel, the interior of which was as dis- 
gusting as the exterior was repulsive. But their 
family had not been idle. They had much in- 
fluence in the country, where they possessed 
numerous friends, and devoted partisans. Above 
all things it was most important to prove an alibi ; 
and nothing was forgotten that could m «rc«j ^*wj 
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promote this end. Several very doubtful witnesses 
were summoned ; they apprized the shepherd who 
had found the pocket-book, that he was to swear 
at the trial that he had picked it up close to the 
Fabianos' house, or that a contrary declaration 
should cost him his life ! The bandit Burcica was 
informed of all these proceedings, and lost no 
time in apprizing Annunciata. She was ill in 
bed, laid up by a violent intermittent fever, so 
common in many parts of Corsica. 

At the news she bounded from her couch like a 
tigress robbed of her young, and dressing herself 
in haste she set out in search of the shepherd. It 
required three days of walking and intense fatigue 
to find the man. At length, however, guided by 
Burcica, she discovered the miserable hovel, con- 
structed of branches, and tenanted by poor Santa 
Crux. 

" Listen to me," said she, drawing forth the 
stiletto which she always wore underneath her 
handkerchief; "you know me well and are aware 
that Annunciata never broke her word; well, 
then, if you have the misfortune to conceal the 
truth, or hide any circumstance, by not declaring 
the exact spot where you found the pocket-book, 
with my own hand I will cut out your lying 
tongue." 

Annunciata returned home much worse; and 
the poor shepherd, fully aware of the fate that 
awaited him, let him make his deposition which 
way he would, secretly sold off his goats and 
embarked for Sardinia. 

The following week Theobald had to appear as 
witness before the jury assembled to pronounce 
the fate of him whom the youth really believed 
to be the murderer of his father. Annunciata, 
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in spite of all her desire, was unable to leave" 
her bed. The evening before the trial she sent the 
following note to Theobald by a certain mes- 
senger — Burcica had written the note from her 
dictation, it ran thus : — " You are now the head 
of the family ; your father's blood cries aloud for 
vengeance, and this vengeance can only proceed 
from your mouth or from your arm, so choose be- 
tween the two." The contents of this missive filled 
the poor boy with bitterness ; the prejudices of 
his childhood returned, perhaps, with renewed 
strength; perhaps the enemy of our salvation 
was working to undermine the foundation of piety 
in his soul — pure as yet; however it might be, 
the youth walked for a long time in the garden, 
his head bowed down and his heart fall of grief! 
It was one of those magnificent days of winter, 
milder in this delightful climate than the finest 
days of spring with us. The waves sparkled with 
a thousand fires in the sun's rays; the air was 
filled with rich perfume, the fish were sporting in 
the billows, the insects were humming in the air ; 
but all the beauties of this rich nature had no 
power to calm the agitation of his mind ; the light 
breeze pltiyed in his hair without cooling his 
burning forehead. Clarita saw her brother and 
hastened to meet him. 

" What detains you here ? " said she in her 
caressing voice. " I have been looking everywhere 
for you during the last hour," and the young girl 
raised her eyes, blue as the azure of the sky. 
Theobald looked at her in silence, and passing his 
hand through his sister's fair curls, — "You are 
very like our poor mother," said he fondly. 

"And you, Theobald, resemble Annunciata, 
particularly at this moment." 
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Che tokens were placed on a table before the 
^VurCi— namely, the bloody clothes of Antonio 
li/ucim, and the red pocket-book belonging to 
s^ittseppe Fabiano. The magistrates then com- 
tuenoeiL Giuseppe replied with an extraordinary 
^resenee of mind to all the questions of the pre- 
sident ; he declared himself innocent of the crime 
imputed to him, protested that having arrived at 
Fiovela the evening before the murder, he had 
not left the village the day it was committed. 
His conduct on the continent, where he had lived 
for seven years, had ever been irreproachable. As 
to the pocket-book, in going to dine with one of 
his uncles, he had let it drop by accident; but 
shortly perceiving his loss, he had returned to 
ktf_; for it; Santa Crux had, no doubt, anticipated 
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him, and, in conclusion, he defied any one to prove , 
the contrary. 

Pasquale gave pretty nearly the same account, 
but in a less assured tone of voice. Upwards of 
twenty witnesses declared to have seen the two 
Fabianos at Piovela the day of the event ; others, 
% and those were the partisans of the Loncinis, swore 
they had seen the brothers very early in the morn- 
ing, proceeding to the wood, with guns on their 
shoulders. The shepherd, Santa Crux, had dis- 
appeared, and all efforts to discover his retreat had 
been fruitless. 

The huissier now called for Theobald Loncini. 
The moment the orphan was introduced into 
court every eye was fixed upon him with a profound 
feeling of pity. Dressed in deep mourning, pale 
as death, but to all appearance calm, the youth 
advanced with dignity to the foot of the tribunal ; 
he endeavoured to avoid looking at the Fabianos, 
so much did he fear that the sight of his father's 
murderers would rouse all his passion and hatred. 
At sight of the blood-stained garments he shud- 
dered visibly; he passed his hand across his 
forehead, as if to chase some fearful thought ; but 
this weakness only lasted a moment, and it was 
with a firm voice, though his eyes were filled 
with tears, that he took the accustomed oath. 
The president of the assizes then commenced the 
usual series of questions. Every ear now became 
attentive ; for, the shepherd having disappeared, 
Theobald was the only person who could have 
seen or recognized the assassin. With a trembling 
voice he related the departure of his family from 
the village. 

" About twelve o'clock," continued he, " when 
the sun was at its height, and shone e&ft&kj w«fc 
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our heads, we rested under a large fir-tree (pin 
parasol). My father let the horses graze in the 
thicket, and we sat down to eat the provisions we 
had taken with us. After our meal, my father 
lay down to take his siesta ; my mother made a 
kind of couch with her cloak for my sister, who 
was unwell, while she and I remained talking of 
that beautiful France that she so longed to revisit. 
In about an hour, my father awoke, and said ' It 
is time we proceeded on our journey — I will go 
for the horses ; ' but he was scarcely on his feet 
before the report of a gun was heard, close to us, 
and my poor father fell to the ground, from which 
he never rose." 

After having pronounced these words, Theobald 
was completely overcome, and covered his face 
with his hands. 

" What ensued ? " asked the president, after a 
long silence. 

Theobald replied in a trembling voice : " My 
poor mother threw herself passionately on the 
body of my father, uttering the most despairing 
cries. Clarita, awoke suddenly out of her sleep, 
wept also ; while I ran like a mad person, to dis- 
cover from whence the shot came." 

" Did you see any one ? " asked the President. 

" No one," replied Theobald, in an altered tone 
of voice. 

An almost imperceptible movement of satis- 
faction now lightened the countenance of Giuseppe 
Fabiano ; Pasquale also appeared to breathe more 
freely. 

" Is that all you have to say ? " again demanded 
the president. 

Theobald signified by a sign that he wished to 
speak again. 
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" Silence — listen again ! " cried out tlie friends 
of the Loncinis. 

" My mother called me to her in a short time," 
murmured the poor boy, in so low a voice as 
scarcely to be heard ; " she thought she heard a 
second shot and horses' steps; but I had heard 
nothing, save her cries of despair, and the rustling 
of the wind in the foliage of the fir-trees. I 
wished to seek further, for the murderer could 
not have been far from us ; but she implored me 
to stay with her, and, taking my hand, she drew 
me to the middle of the thicket, where we lost 
ourselves. I have now said all." 

"Did you not assert, immediately after the 
melancholy event, that it was the brothers 
Fabiano who had shot your father ? " asked the 
president. 

"I thought so, in consequence of the enmity 
that has so long existed between our families, but 
I repeat I saw no one." And as if overcome by 
his feelings, he dropped on the seat placed for his 
use. 

The cause of the Fabianos triumphed visibly, 
for there was no direct proof against the brothers. 
Their advocate conducted the defence in a manner 
that showed he believed himself certain of success. 

The attorney-general then rose, and had begun to 
resume the prosecution, when a huissier delivered 
to the president a letter from Annunciata, which 
a peasant had just brought ; she wrote to say she 
had a clue to the shepherd's retreat, and implored 
the tribunal to wait until they had received the 
evidence of Santa Crux. The affair was then put 
off for eight days, and the prisoners were taken 
back to the prison from which they had hoped to 
be then delivered. Signor Caffar^^V^V^^ak 
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left Theobald, accompanied him back to the 
baroness's hotel ; he was in a state of moral suf- 
fering impossible to describe, and as soon as he 
reached the house, the poor youth went to the ora- 
tory, where he had prayed for grace the day before. 
An hour later the baroness and Clarita joined 
him. Theobald was then much calmer; his reli- 
gious feelings, which had given him power in the 
hour of need, came now also to his aid and consoled 
him ; he was able to describe the struggles that 
had taken place in his mind. On the recital of 
all he had endured, Clarita approached her brother 
and embraced him affectionately, endeavouring 
by her caresses to soothe the anguish she so little 
comprehended, for the children had truly described 
themselves the day before. Clarita was the exact 
counterpart of her mother, both morally and 
physically ; she possessed her gentle timidity, her 
angelic goodness; anger and vindictive passions 
were alike unknown to her ; she would not have 
injured the most insignificant insect, and from the 
sight of blood she would have fled with horror. 
Theobald, on the contrary, possessed, with great 
personal resemblance to his aunt, her firmness of 
soul, with the courage and energy he so much 
admired in Annunciata ; more than this, he also 
had something of her indomitable pride, her un- 
conquerable irascibility. The baroness listened to 
Theobald's account with that kind indulgence 
which never failed her, and she congratulated him 
on the victory he had achieved over his passions. 

" Alas ! my poor child/' said she, " this storm 
of contending passions will not probably be the 
last that will disturb your serenity ; but remember 
that when they exert their terrible power, the 
kingdom of heaven suffers violence, and those 
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only who can fight against them are worthy of 
being Christ's soldiers." 

The Sunday following Theobald left Corsica, to 
the inexpressible regret of Clarita, who was much 
affected by his departure; like a fragile flower 
that the slightest breath could bend, she in- 
stinctively felt the want of such protection as 
her brother's presence afforded her ; she resembled 
the ivy, which languishes and falls when separated 
from the oak which had been its support. Intel- 
ligence of the death of Mademoiselle Folmont, 
the only relation on their mother's side, reached 
Bastia a few days before Theobald's departure, 
so that the gentleman in whose charge he was 
placed took him at once to Paris, and left him at 
the establishment of Monsieur Duhamel, a worthy 
ecclesiastic, many years known to the baroness. 

It was there that the youth learnt the decision 
of the Court regarding the brothers Fabiano. 
The shepherd, Santa Crux, had not been found, 
notwithstanding the active search and hopes of 
Annunciata. The accusation against the two 
brothers therefore rested entirely on the well- 
known hatred existing between them and the 
Loncinis, and their criminality being unproved by 
any positive evidence, they had been acquitted. 
Clarita remained six months longer with her 
benefactress. At the expiration of this time she 
was claimed by her great-grandmother and aunt, 
and the child returned to her native village, far 
better instructed, and with infinitely better 
manners,' than the generality of Corsican girls ; 
also carrying in her heart the seeds of Christian 

virtue, of which the excellent Madame D had 

afforded so rare a model. Some time afterwards, 
my dear friend, I also left Corsica, hvtte^Vj \a- 
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gretting its azure sky, its wonderfully fertile land, 
and, above all, the lively sympathy and friendship 
by which I was surrounded, and those dear friends 
who accompanied me with tears to the steam- 
boat. 

As to the baroness, for whom I entertained the 
liveliest and most affectionate esteem, she re- 
mained for upwards of two years longer at Bastia, 
strewing blessings around her as thickly as the 
flowers grow in that delightful climate, persevering 
in the line of sacrifices and good works she had 
traced for herself ; because her benevolence took 
its source, not only in the natural goodness of her 
heart, but, above all, in her fervent piety, and in 
the love of God, that true source of all real charity. 
At the expiration of that time, she also left Corsica, 
leaving behind her the remembrance of her virtues, 
and somewhat of those feelings of veneration 
which the names of Francis de Sales and Vincent 
de Paul excite in all. 
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PART THE SECOND. 



CHAPTER I. 



THE STEAM-BOAT. 



A long time had passed since the acquittal of 
the brothers Fabiano. The day on which they 
celebrated the fifth anniversary of this memor- 
able event, a steam-vessel, Le IAamone, had left 
Marseilles in the morning, and was caught in so 
violent a tempest, that the captain, an old and 
experienced officer, declared he had rarely seen 
anything to equal its fury. The sky was dark, 
and the sea covered with foam; the hurricane blew 
with such force that at times it appeared as if it 
would raise the vessel altogether out of the boiling 
waves, and then as if it would bury it in the deep 
abyss. The sailors redoubled their zeal and ac- 
tivity, while the trembling passengers remained 
below, suffering horribly from sea-sickness. This 
scarcely left them strength to address their prayers 
to Notre Dame de la Garde, to implore her pro- 
tection in saving them from imminent shipwreck. 
One alone remained on deck without appearing to 
feel alarm, or to suffer from illness; he was a 
young man, apparently about twenty years of age, 
of tall and graceful stature, with h&\udaa\&& toA 



64 THEOBALD; OB, 

noble countenance ; he had large almond-shaped 
black eyes, dark complexion, black hair, with a fine 
high forehead, and most intelligent expression ; 
his dress was simple, but in perfect taste. When 
the lightning gleamed, he devoutly crossed himself, 
according to the Corsican custom, without false 
shame as without affectation ; he then continued 
to watch the tempest with all the calm of perfect 
security. 

" Signor Loncini," cried the captain, " will you 
assist these good fellows who are endeavouring to 
shorten sail ? Your life, as well as ours, depends 
upon it." 

"Most willingly, captain," replied the young 
man. He threw off his great coat, took his place 
among the sailors, whom he assisted with so much 
presence of mind, strength, and address, that the 
captain cried several times " Bravo, signor, bra- 
vissimo ! One would swear you had never done 
anything else in your life. What a pity you are 
not a sailor." 

In the mean time the tempest moderated in a 
slight degree, the motion of the vessel was not so 
great, the waves broke with less violence over the 
deck, and a ray of sunshine, bringing hope with 
it, began to gild the stern of Le Liamone. , 

" Now all is going on satisfactorily," exclaimed 
the captain in a joyful tone; "with the blessing 
of God, we shall breakfast to-morrow at Bastia, as 
if nothing had happened. Thank you for your 
timely assistance, Signor Loncini ; you have been 
of great service to us. On my faith you would 
make an admirable sailor." 

Our old acquaintance, Theobald, pressed the 
captain's hand, which he had offered him, put on 
his great-coat, and took his place on the quarter 
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deck. The noise of the waves, the solitude of the 
deep, the tempest, the shoals, the perils — in short, 
all were so many sources of enjoyment to him, for 
he was brave and energetic ; emotions were new 
to him, as he had only just left school. For the 
first time he was free, and absolute master of his 
time. He was going to revisit his native country, 
his beloved home, his great-grandmother, and the 
sister, whose image haunted his dreams, adorned 
by all the graces and virtues of her sex. This 
gentle and fond girl, whose affectionate letters had 
consoled him in all his troubles, encouraged him 
in his labours, he was going to see at last, to 
be her protector, and to fulfil the promise he had 
made to his dying mother, of being a father to her. 

Theobald's heart bounded with joy and pride 
as he thought of all he would do for his sister ; 
he required for himself but little of the fortune of 
his parents; fifteen thousand francs would be 
sufficient for the purchase of the notary's practice 
at Corte. All the rest, with the house, the 
grounds, and land at Piovela, should form Clarita's 
marriage portion ; to this he would add his share 
in the succession of his aunt, Mademoiselle Fol- 
mont, and also what he would inherit from his 
great-grandmother. By this arrangement, the 
young girl would become the greatest heiress in 
the district, and might select her husband among 
the best and most virtuous. 

But before she settled, Theobald determined to 
complete her education himself; he would instruct 
her, particularly in history and geography, and the 
usual branches ; he would give her some idea of 
botany, &c. ; he would, rejoice in her progress, 
become the confidant of her thoughts, the intimate 
Mend of her youth ; in a word, he would make 

p 
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her an accomplished woman. And who was more 
capable than he of realizing fill he planned? 
What man of his age united in a greater degree 
learning and the perseverance necessary to obtain 
it ? Whose progress had been more rapid than 
his own ? 

When he was placed at the Abbe Duhamel's, he 
could scarcely read French or Italian fluently; 
of Latin or Greek he had not the slightest idea ; 
but he possessed all the intelligence of his country- 
men, united to the strength of mind and tenacity 
peculiar to the good heads of the north. The 
tragical death of his parents had made a deep im- 
pression upon him, and his promise of being a father 
to Clarita, was never absent from his mind. But 
to fulfil this promise as promptly as possible, it 
was indispensable to terminate his studies and 
keep his terms, for his relations wished him to 
pass as advocate before he returned home. He 
worked hard, not with the carelessness habitual 
to youth, but with the ardour of one already 
arrived at man's estate ; not with the wish of ex- 
celling his companions, and obtaining the prizes, 
but in the far nobler design of fulfilling a duty. 
The professors, delighted with his application, 
seconded his endeavours; he made astonishing 
progress, and reached the fourth class during the 
first year, and each succeeding year saw him mount 
two classes higher. At seventeen years of age he 
passed the degree of bachelor, at twenty he was 
advocate; and without doubt, through the pro- 
tection of Heaven, who rewarded his good 
intentions, Theobald's health did not suffer in anv 
way from this intense application. On the con- 
trary, his constitution developed, his strength 
increased, and the child became a man full of 
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energy and vigour. The Abbe Duhamel had a 
really paternal regard for him, and continued the 
work so well commenced by the baroness ; on all 
occasions he corrected the hasty temper of his 
pupil, curbed the impetuosity of his passions, and 
made him not only a man of honour, but a fervent 
and enlightened Christian. When Theobald had 
left the boarding-school, and was studying for the 
law, the abbe remained his confidant and best 
friend, and this was creditable not only to the 
master, but also to the pupil. In his conduct to 
those of his own age, Theobald was always obliging, 
always a good fellow 5 he could bear the jokes, 
and forgive the tricks that were played upon him 
occasionally ; he appeared to have entirely cast off 
his former vindictive feelings, and forgotten the 
prejudices of his childhood; but he had lost 
nothing of the noble qualities of his former cha- 
racter, consequently his gratitude to the baroness 
amounted to enthusiasm. He had visited her 
twice at Paris, and those days had been more full 
of happiness than those of the distribution of 
prizes, when he bent under the weight of those he 
carried off, and when his heart swelled with the 
acclamations that greeted his repeated successes. 
Notwithstanding, however, his affection for the 
baroness and the Abbe Duhamel, the person who 
filled the largest place in his heart, she on whom 
his thoughts and hopes centered, she whose future 
prospects preoccupied him in the midst of the 
angry waves, was Clarita, his beloved sister ; her 
happiness was to be his aim through life. Theobald 
was lost in golden dreams of joyful anticipation, 
when he felt a heavy hand on his shoulder ; he 
turned instantly, " Well, signor," cried the cap- 
tain, " of what can you be thinkmg %o m\.^w\X^ 
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that you forget the dinner-hour? The storm has 
abated, and as you do not suffer from sea-sickness, 
come and taste my soup ; we have certainly well 
earned it to-day." 

Theobald followed the captain. There was 
another guest, a short, thin, and apparently deli- 
cate man, whom he recognised as a countryman 
by his accent. 

" We are the only people who are hungry this 
afternoon," said the captain. " The passengers are 
thinking of anything but eating just now, I can 
tell you ; and even you, Signor Casanova, I would 
lay a wager, could not have kept us company four 
hours ago." 

"That is very true," replied the little man. 
" I never suffered so severely before, and this is 
the third time I have made this voyage." 

"The hurricane was very violent," observed 
the captain ; " and even I, old sailor that I am, 
would have been tormented with sea-sickness, 
like a delicate young lady, if I had had time to 
think of it." 

"Well, I felt nothing of what you call sea- 
sickness," remarked Theobald, " perhaps like you, 
captain, I was too much occupied to pay attention 
to it." 

" Occupied, and in what way, may I ask ?" 

"In watching the lightning as it rent the 
clouds, the waves that rose like mountains around 
us, and our vessel that appeared a black speck in 
the midst of that ocean of foam. Oh ! how mag- 
nificent, how sublime is a tempest !" 

" At your age I thought so, too," said the cap- 
tain; " but believe me, Signor Loncini, one gets 
tired of everything, even of danger ; and now I 
prefer a good fresh wind, that sends me safely to 
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the end of my voyage, to all the tempests in the 
world." 

" You call him Loncini," said Casanova in the 
captain' 8 ear ; " is he related to the Loncinis of 
Piovela ?" 

"The only one of the name that remains/' 
replied the captain in a low voice, " and a fine 
fellow, as you can see." 

" As he is returning to his native place, the 
Fabianos had better look to themselves," mur- 
mured Casanova. 

The captain gave a sign of acquiescence. 

Theobald had heard all, and remained silent ; 
but a feeling of melancholy seized him, he sat 
perfectly still with his eyes fixed on his plate. 

" You have no appetite, my young friend," said 
the captain, tapping him familiarly on the shoulder; 
" you must keep up your strength, for the future I 
mean; at present, thank God ! we have nothing to 
fear ; the sea is as passive as a fiery horse that has 
just received a good lesson from his rider. Still, 
we must not be too sure, for it is the libeccio that 
blows, and if we had not steam to assist us, we 
should run the risk of being a month on our 
voyage, as has happened to me before to-day/' 

" Steam is indeed a great and magnificent dis- 
covery," said Theobald, making an effort to shake 
off the melancholy thoughts that began to assail 
him ; " it facilitates commerce and is a means 
of correspondence everywhere." 

" In truth, I do not see that we householders 
have much reason to flatter ourselves on that 
account," interrupted Casanova, " provisions be- 
come dearer, our woods are unpeopled, our 
thrushes and blackbirds that we used to buy six 
sous the dozen, now fetch nearly the same ^y\c& 
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eacl. \a?£ ; and muy sere Corsican hares and 
partridges find tier wit to the market at Mar- 
seilles than we can fiad oa those of Bastia or 



" Bah, bah,'* said t^r captain. " too must not 
compSarin. In return you lcteiic good ready 
moner, which circulates in the country; without 
reckoning die foreign wine and the articles of 
luxury we faring too daily/* 

"Add to those advantages the lights of civil- 
ization which must result from our more frequent 
intercourse with the continent, and which, I trust, 
will ere long soften our manner?, at present some- 
what barbarous." 

"What de vou sav, Signor Loncmi?" inter- 
rupted Casanova with great vivacity ; " I would 
wager you are fresh from a French college. Were 
not our fathers such as we are ? Does not our 
sobriety and bravery outweigh in your opinion the 
effeminate customs of the continent ?" 

"No one esteems true courage more highly 
than I do," replied Theobald in a calm tone ; " and 
I hope to prove mine when a worthy occasion 
presents itself. But can we not preserve our 
virtues, while we correct our faults? And would 
our arm be less powerful against the enemies of 
the state, our hearts less determined to resist 
them, because we had become more enlightened, 
and possessed in a clearer manner ideas of order 
and justice?" 

" Ahem," said the captain, who had as high an 
opinion of Theobald's learning as of his physical 
strength, and was besides distantly allied to the 
family. " His tongue is equal to his arm any day. 
What say you, Casanova ? Annunciata will have 
reason to be proud of the head of the family J 
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Yes, yes/* said Casanova in a low voice, as he 
rose from table, "he has but just left college, 
and speaks very morally now; but let him get 
back to his native mountains, and I repeat the 
Fabianos had better look to themselves." 

These words were also overheard by Theobald, 
although they were not intended for him ; and he 
mounted to the deck, discontented with himself 
and all the world. 

" Have not the Fabianos been acquitted by a 
jury of their countrymen ? " said he to himself ; 
" what then do they expect from me ?" 

Then recollection came to his assistance, and a 
thousand memories crowded his mind. 

He dwelt upon the hatred which had existed for 
centuries between the families, that memorable 
combat, of which his great- grand mother had so 
often related the details when he, a young child, 
sat on the knees of the old lady, the never-forgotten 
combat, in which two of the Loncinis and four 
of the Fabianos were killed, although the latter 
were by far the most numerous; and then he 
remembered his own house besieged like a strong- 
hold, and defended by his father and aunt with 
all the courage of despair. 

At this time the image of Annunciata with 
her indomitable spirit, her masculine courage, 
returned to his imagination, decked with the 
charming features of a Bradamante, or a Clorinde, 
as he had seen them portrayed in one of the 
pictures at the exhibition. But above all, the 
terrible remembrance of his father's assassination, 
of his mother expiring in a hovel, all the dreadful 
circumstances consequent on the dastardly and 
odious crime committed in cold blood, recurred 
vividly to his mind, and the prejudices of \n\% de&&- 
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hood, which he thought forgotten for ever, awoke 
with redoubled strength. The bloody appa- 
rition of all the Loncinis fallen under the blows 
of the Fabianos whirled around him as if 
the blasts of the terrible libeccio, which blew 
from the land and arrested the march of the 
Liamonc, brought with them not only the 
aromatic exhalations and perfumes of the moun- 
tains, but all the hateful passions of its inhabi- 
tants, 

" Oh ! my God, have mercy upon me ! " cried 
he, making an effort to chase the phantoms from 
his brain that had been conjured up by his imagi- 
nation and which now seemed to pursue him 
pertinaciously. Seated on a heap of cordage, 
liis head between his hands, he endeavoured 
to recall the Christian lessons he had received 
from the baroness and the Abbe Duhamel. By 
degrees, peace slowly entered his mind; then 
falling on his knees, he made his nightly prayer 
with more than usual fervour, for he felt an 
inward conviction that it would require a super- 
natural power to couquer himself, and that those 
passions he had thought for ever quenched were 
but a hidden fire that the slightest breath was suffi- 
cient to kindle, and that alas ! they were powerful 
enough to overwhelm all his good resolutions. 
He prayed long for his father and mother, his 
daily custom, deeming with truth, that his prayers 
and good works would be better for the repose of 
their souls, than a culpable vengeance. When he 
arose, he had regained all his former serenity, 
astonished at having lost it for a moment, in con- 
sequence of the words of a stranger, whose personal 
ideas and feelings should have no power to 
influence his conduct in any way. 
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So true is it that prayer is a sovereign balm for 
every trouble, it has consolations for every mis- 
fortune, it tranquillizes those pains that the wisest 
thoughts, the most philosophic reasoning have not 
the power to moderate; but Theobald did not at 
this moment think" of all this, he felt happy in 
the past, and thought himself strong against the 
future. He felt instinctively that there might 
well arise a struggle in his mind between his 
present opinions and his former prejudices, but he 
harboured no doubt, he felt certain the former 
would be victorious. His ideas were so firmly 
fixed, his resolutions so well grounded, that there 
could be no fear of falling. The sanguinary 
thoughts that had just assailed him, the phantoms 
which appeared to cry out for vengeance, seemed 
now but a delusion of his brain, shaken by the 
tempest; in fact, a momentary madness. He 
returned thanks to heaven, and confident, as all 
are, at his age, without foreseeing what evil sug- 
gestions may bring about, or what dangers would 
threaten him, he once more gave himself up to 
the sweet dreams of happiness and fraternal love. 
The sky was beautifully clear, for the libeccio 
had blown away every vestige of a cloud, the 
stars shone in the azure expanse, the sea as blue, 
reflected their light on its moving waters, and 
reproduced them in such infinity, that the ocean 
appeared studded with stars. Theobald's heart was 
too pure to remain insensible to the majesty of this 
spectacle — his soul became exalted — by degrees he 
passed from the contemplation of this sublime scene 
to the admiration of the intelligence of man, who 
was now capable of mastering the elements, of 
forcing the waves to conduct him on his way, and 
steam to serve as an obedient charger-, tb^w 
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lifting his mind from the creature to the Creator 
of all things, he asked himself what must be the 
power of Him who with one word had made man 
so small and insignificant, as regards the place he 
fills in the universe, so great by the resources 
of his genius and by the hope of immortality ? 

All slept on board the Liamone, except the 
sailors on duty and the stokers; nothing was 
heard but the murmur of the waves as they beat 
against the sides of the vessel, and the monotonous 
noise of the wheels as they cleft the waters ; but 
still the young man remained plunged in medi- 
tation. 

At midnight, feeling the necessity of repose, 
for he had passed the two preceding nights in 
travelling, he went to the saloon; but finding all 
the beds occupied, he disturbed no one, and re- 
ascended to the deck, where he wrapped himself 
in his cloak, improvised a bed between two bales 
of merchandise, and slept between heaven and 
earth, the calm sleep of youth and innocence. 
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CHAPTER II. 



COURAGE AND MODESTY. 

The sun had already risen and illuminated the 
horizon, when Theobald half awoke, gently and 
agreeably rocked by the motion of the vessel. A 
light breeze played on his hair, and the perfume 
of the pinus lariccio filled the air. He remained 
for some minutes in that happy state of perfect 
comfort, which is neither sleep nor wakefulness, 
hearing, without understanding what was passing 
around him, uncertain if he was not still in his 
little room of the Quartier Latin, or in the dor- 
mitory of Monsieur Duhamel. At length the 
hoarse voice of a sailor, who was scolding an un- 
fortunate cabin-boy, drew him completely from 
this state of drowsiness ; he rose with a bound, 
and uttered an exclamation of joy, as he perceived 
land at the distance of a couple of hundred feet, 
for the vessel was at the moment doubling Cape 
Corse. Tears of emotion filled his eyes; he 
opened his arms to the barren rocks and stunted 
fir-trees that fringe the shores of his much-loved 
country. His morning prayer was all love and 
gratitude; he poured out his heart in thanks- 
giving to God for restoring him to his relations, 
to his native place, where he hoped to do good, 
and to lead a useful life. No afterthought, x& 
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anxiety for the future, cast a gloom over these 
first delicious moments of unmitigated joy. At 
the same time a pretty black and white bird fell 
close to him, as if to repose itself. Theobald took 
up the little creature, kissed it with delight as the 
first living thing that saluted his return; and 
taking a biscuit from his pocket, he broke it, and 
threw the crumbs on the deck ; the bird having 
regained its liberty, commenced eagerly picking 
them up, which delighted the youth. 

"May I never do anything but good in the 
country to which I am returning, and may it 
please God that no one shall ever have more cause 
to complain of me than this pretty little creature 
whom I have just fed." 

Thus he thought. At the same time a lady 
came on deck, accompanied by a little boy of 
seven or eight years of age, and a respectable 
female servant. The lady was very pale, having 
suffered greatly during the four-and-twenty hours 
she had been on board; the captain had just ad- 
vised her to leave the ladies' cabin, and to breathe 
the fresh morning air on deck, assuring her the- 
wind from the land would prove of great benefit 
to her. She seated herself on a bench with her 
head bowed down, and remained in this state 
without paying the least attention to what passed 
before her; for the effect of sea-sickness is to 
deprive the sufferer of all energy. The maid 
appeared as much overcome as her mistress ; she 
lay down on a plank motionless ; the child alone 
had preserved all the vivacity natural to his 
age. 

" George sit down close by me," said his 

mother ; " ^d Q0 ^ e 8 OOQ > ^ or * am ^" 

The child obeyed; but after a short space, 
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getting tired of inactivity, so irksome at his age, 
he rose, took some marbles out of his pocket, and 
began playing with them. Neither his mother nor 
the nurse remarked his absence. In an instant 
he was running about the deck in all directions. 

" Will you be quiet, young one ?" cried a sailor, 
whom George had run against, in the exuberance 
of his spirits. The child, frightened by the rough 
voice and unprepossessing look of the old sailor, 
ran and hid himself in a corner of the quarter- 
deck, and began watching the sea, and the great 
fish following the boat, which threw up the water 
through their nostrils. He then commenced 
climbing on the trunks and cases, and from them 
on to the iron rod that serves as a guard. 
Theobald was there, still plunged in thoughts of 
home; on looking up, he perceived the child 
astride on the balustrade. Alarmed at the danger 
which the rash little fellow ran, he rose to lift him 
to the deck, when a violent lurch of the vessel 
caused the child to lose his balance. A faint cry, 
and the sound of a body falling into the water, 
were heard simultaneously. The Liamone ad- 
vanced with her usual rapidity, and all would 
have been over, if the young Corsican had not 
with the quickness of thought plunged into the 
sea. 

Theobald was an expert swimmer, and in a few 
moments seized the child by the hair and held 
him above water. The steamboat was a long 
way off. Happily, those who had witnessed the 
accident and the conduct of Theobald ran and 
apprized the captain. He immediately ordered 
the engines to be stopped, and a boat being 
lowered, was sent to pick up Theobald and his 
charge, who were soon safe on board. TV\fe $c\^& 



and despair of tine moriuar kid entirely dissipated 
her illness* She wrengr her hands convulsively, 
and cried wit in & oms* heartrending manner. 
At the si^ht of George* whom Theobald placed 
safety o** tu& mother** knees* the poor lady had 
nothtu£ but tear* with which to express her grati- 
tude* As to the roans man,, he descended to the 
captaiu*$ room* with the excuse of changing his 
clothes* streaming with sea water, but far more 
tV>r the purpose of giTin* himself up, without 
auv witness* tv> the ineffable deiight which over- 
tlowed his heart. Oh ! how happy and proud he 
felt at having saved a precious life, and for having 
rartoved a child to its mother. H» heart bounded 
with joy* beneath his wet garments. His mouth 
murmured words of praise and ejaculations of 
gratitude to Hcaten for granting him this oppor- 
tunity of bein^r useful to his neighbour, and for 
permitting him to commence the new life that 
\*a$ opening before him with a meritorious action. 
This circumstance appeared to him a good omen, 
NvvompUshed as it was in sight of his birthplace, 
the land of Corsica. How pititul and contempt- 
ible seemed to him the ssrage joy of Tengeance 
in comparison to the delicious emotions that now 
tilled his soul. How superior the happiness of 
having done a praiseworthy action to the gratifi- 
cation of seluiove, which he had so often expe- 
rienced in the plaudits his classical studies had 
obtained for him. 

The captain* surprised at his long absence, went 
in search of him. 

si What the deuce are you doing here so long, 
my good fellow ? " said he. " All the passengers 
are on deck asking after you, and Madame de 
.Belmont awaits you with impatience* She fears 
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you are ill, and, on my faith, I begin to think so, 
too/ 1 

" On the contrary, I never felt better," replied 
Theobald, hastily completing his toilet. "But 
who is this Madame de Belmont that is kind 
enough to interest herself about me ? " 

"Who is she? Why, my dear fellow, the 
mother of the little boy whose life you saved — a 
most amiable lady, going now to join her husband, 
who commands a battalion at Corte. Come, that 
I may present you to her." 

"In truth, my good friend," interrupted our 
hero, "I have no wish to be made a sight of. 
How do you think I shall look in the midst of 
all these people, who will fix their eyes upon me ? 
Let me go alone on deck, that I can mix with the 
crowd without attracting any one's notice." 

" No, no, a hundred times no ! " cried the 
captain. " It is my good will and pleasure to 
introduce you to all. Why, you are my country- 
man, and almost my relation." 

" Well, well, as you insist, I will accompany 
you," said Theobald, with a resigned air, at the 
same time endeavouring to avoid everything like 
awkwardness in his demeanour. 

" This is the hero — the young man who 

the courageous Loncini — in short, my country- 
man and relative, whom I have the honour to 
present to all," cried the captain, in his simple 
and somewhat homely language. 

Theobald felt himself blush at this singular 
speech ; for, as he had foreseen, every eye was 
fixed on him. But he recovered himself imme- 
diately, and, assuming the impassible demeanour 
of the Corsicans — which baffles observation, and 
allows you so rarely to guess tue emo\»\Qifc& ^\\\rSx 
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agitate them — he replied gracefully to the acknow- 
ledgments of Madame de Belmont, who expressed 
her gratitude with all the energy of maternal 
love, 

Theobald took little George into his arms, not 
sorry, perhaps, for this opportunity of recovering 
himself. 

" Embrace monsieur," said the lady to her son, 
"for without him your mother would now be 
childless." 

" I entreat, madame, you will say no more on 
the subject," said Theobald, to whom the grati- 
tude of the ladv was a sweet as well as sufficient 
reward. " I thank Heaven for having been so 
fortunate as to render you a service. In my 
place, any one would have acted as I did. I was 
the lucky person on this occasion, that is all." 

" O God ! what would have become of me if 
you had not been there to save him ? " said the 
poor woman, with a shudder ; then adding : " How 
could I have dared to appear before Monsieur de 
Belmont? This is our only child; and had he 
been drowned— drowned by my fault, because I 
had failed in watchfulness— oh ! I should have 
become mad, I could not have survived the grief." 

" Do you hear that ? " said the young man, 
caressing little George. "In future you must 
remember to obey your mother implicitly, if you 
wish her to live; and by so doing you will be 
agreeable to the Almighty, as well as please your 
parents." 

" But, madame," continued he, in order to 
change the conversation, "have you no repug- 
nance in coming to reside in our country ? You 
may have been prejudiced against it." 

"I am going to rejoin my husband, from whom 
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I have been separated for some time," replied 
Madame de Belmont. " Besides, had I conceived 
any prejudices unfavourable to the Corsican cha- 
racter, they would have been dispelled for ever 
to-day." 

" Oh ! we are not so black as we are painted," 
said Theobald with a smile ; " we know how to 
appreciate merit, and sympathize with all that is 
noble and good ; besides our beautiful landscapes, 
even our picturesque, though uncultivated lands, 
possess many charms." 

" Uncultivated, do you say ? Not so uncultivated 
as I had imagined," replied Madame de Belmont, 
casting a glance on the fertile and verdant shores, 
which appeared to glide by the vessel like the 
slides of a magic lantern ; " those fields and vines 
seem, on the contrary, in excellent order." 

"I must admit, madam, that Cape Corse is 
that part of the island which boasts the highest 
cultivation, and which is, consequently, the most 
productive ; the country people are also very in- 
dustrious and the most civilized. But throughout 
the whole of Corsica you will find a prolific 
soil, a most agreeble climate, and certainly the 
most enchanting views it is possible to imagine. 
We have also magnificent forests, for example 
those of Vezzanova and Aitona, in which there are 
trees one hundred feet high, and not less than 
eight feet in diameter, that grow up, wither, and 
die of old age, without ever having been touched 
by the axe of man. We also possess a great 
number of quarries of different kinds of marble, 
granite, porphyry, of vert antique, that can be 
worked and turned to the greatest advantage, 
when the roads, now in progress, are finished, 
which I hope will soon be the case " 

G 
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I am aware," said Madame de Belmont, 
that you can boast of mineral sources, whose 
waters possess the most admirable qualities. My 
husband, who suffered greatly last year from the 
effects of a wound, went to take the waters at 
Guagno, and derived the greatest benefit from 
their use." 

" There are also," said Theobald, who took much 
pleasure in enumerating the advantages of his 
native land, " the waters of Petricola and of Orizza, 
besides the baths of Caldaniccia, superior in their 
mineral qualities, perhaps, even to those of Vichy. 
Crowds of invalids resort there every year from all 
parts of the island, and even from Italy. As if in 
contrast to the hot springs I have mentioned, 
there are others very curious from their icy cold- 
ness in all seasons ; and no one passes on the road 
leading from Corte to Ajaccio, without visiting a 
fountain, the water of which is of the most won- 
derful limpidity, and in which it is impossible to 
pick up three pebbles one after another, the 
water is so intensely cold. I say nothing of our 
steep and rugged rocks, of our deep and shady 
grottoes, or our nearly impenetrable thickets; I 
abstain also from speaking of our fisheries, which 
are so abundantly supplied that the Neapolitans 
come expressly to cast their nets here ; of the ex- 
cellence of our fruits, and of the infinite variety 
of our provisions, for if you visit our country for 
any time, madam, you will find all the. pro- 
ductions of the temperate zone, united to those 
peculiar to Africa; and you will admit that 
Providence has been most bountiful to us, and 
has accorded us a large share of its gifts/' 

" I feel already convinced on that subject," said 
the lady, delighted with Theobald's good sense 
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and politeness, and above all with the courtesy 
and refinement of his manners. "Can you tell 
me what is that ruined building we are now ap- 
proaching ? " 

" It is the tower in which Seneca was confined, 
or, at all events, that which we believe to have 
been the philosopher's prison during his long exile. 
The latter circumstance, no doubt, inspired 'the 
bitter feeling which pervades his satirical verses, 
and in which I think he has been too severe 
upon us." 

"And those ruinous remains, apparently of 
towers, placed at equal distances from each 
other?" 

" They were constructed to serve as a defence 
against the aggressions of Saracen pirates, whose 
descents on our island were formerly very frequent, 
and always followed by the most terrible mis- 
fortunes; now that the Corsicans have nothing 
more to dread from these miscreants, they allow 
the towers to fall into ruin." 

" Oh ! what a lovely day," said Madame de 
Belmont, whose indisposition had been entirely 
cured by the shock of the accident, together with 
the proximity of the coast. " How pure the air ! 
how calm the waters ! It is impossible for me to 
describe the happiness and delight I feel at this 
moment. I hold my darling boy on my knees, 
and I am going to rejoin his father, to you I 
owe all this unutterable happiness, Monsieur 
Loncini" 

" Say rather you owe it to the Almighty, 
madam," said Theobald, in a grave but soft 
voice, "for from Him alone all happiness, all good 
gifts proceed." 

Madame de Belmont looked at him ^xvx^r&sA^ 
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and charmed at the same time, to find a young 
man so imbued with religious feeling. 

" You are a good and noble youth," said she 
with much emotion; "may my son resemble 
you ! " 

" You will really make me blush," said Theobald, 
laughing. "I naturally prefer giving you some 
account of the beautiful objects that surround us, 
to exposing my utter ignorance of all the ways of 
the world ; will you, then, like to know the name 
of that mass of rock, covered with stunted shrubs, 
that we are now so rapidly approaching ? It is 
the island of Capraija, or the Goat Island, which 
certainly contains many more goats than men, for 
these rugged and precipitous sites appear pur- 
posely made for such inhabitants. And do you 
see somewhat further, a smiling fertile land, 
where iron mines are successfully worked, and to 
which Napoleon, in his inconceivable activity, gave 
excellent roads during his short reign in the 
small island ? Those roads constitute its present 
prosperity." 

"That is, indeed, a great name you invoke," 
said Madame de Belmont. " You Corsicans must 
love your great Napoleon Buonaparte ! " 

" We are proud of him," replied Theobald, 
u though he did not do all for his country that his 
countrymen had a right to expect. He forgot his 
own land for his adopted country, but very pos- 
sibly he could not have acted otherwise ; his 
mind was always teeming with such vast projects 
that lie had no time to further the interests of 
Corsica." 

" Is not that an island which I perceive in the 
distance ? " asked Madame de Belmont, who was 
rather near-sighted. 
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" It is the island of Monte Christo, more 
barren still than Capraija, and completely unin- 
habited. At one time, some holy men had the 
courage to settle in that absolute solitude. They 
built a convent, and with infinite labour, and un- 
ceasing toil, at length brought a few acres of land 
into cultivation, sufficient to supply their very 
moderate wants. Unhappily, however, the Sara- 
cens disembarked one day on the island, pursued 
and massacred them all in their little chapel; 
they died like martyrs, imploring God to pardon 
their murderers. The Saracens then seized on 
the ornaments and the sacred vessels of the 
church, the only riches belonging to these poor 
friars. A number of goats escaped and fled to 
the woods, where they have since multiplied in- 
credibly, and are now the only living creatures on 
the island that formerly echoed to the praises of 
God ! Occasionally, some Italian sportsmen dis- 
embark on this barren shore, pursue the goats, 
and kill a great number; then depart, carrying 
away the skins. Monte Christo, as well as the 
island of Capraija, belongs to Tuscany " 

At this time Casanova and some of the pas- 
sengers took seats close to Madame de Belmont 
and Theobald, and the conversation became 
general, running on a hundred different sub- 
jects. Theobald played with little George, 
whom he had enticed on to his knee, when 
Madame de Belmont, turning towards him, said 
with a gracious smile: " Monsieur Loncini, as 
you appear to know everything, can you tell me 
the name of that pretty chapel so close to the 
sea-shore ? " 

" It is, madam, the chapel of the Madonna 
della Vesina/' replied Theobald, m fc \sre «xA 
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gloomy voice, for the painful remembrance of his 
dying mother instantly presented itself to his 
mind. He placed the child in its mother's arms 
and suddenly left the party, 

" Good heavens ! what can have happened to 
Monsieur Loncini that be leaves us in this man- 
ner?" exclaimed the lady, almost uneasy at his 
hasty departure. 

" His mother unfortunately died there/' said 
Casanova, pointing to a miserable hovel, which at 
the same moment lay bathed in the sun's rays. 
" She died of fatigue and grief, and the young 
man is returning to Corsica for the purpose of 
avenging the death of his father and mother ; for 
Loncini is an excellent young fellow, as you may 
have observed." 

" Revenge their death ! But how ? " asked 
Madame de Belmont. 

" He will retaliate in the same manner, of 
course," pursued Casanova, with a gesture sig- 
nificant of taking aim with a gun. " Blood cries 
out for blood, and Loncini is an excellent shot ; 
in fact, he shoots they say as well as he swims." 

" What ! so good a young man become a mur- 
derer ? Impossible ! " cried Madame de Belmont. 

" If Loncini does not revenge his parents' death 
he will be a dishonoured man, and his dishonour 
will fall on his whole family." 

" But what you say is dreadful, horrible, mon- 
sieur. I cannot imagine that this young man, so 
mild, so pious, so well-educated, should ever bathe 
his hands in human blood. Oh, never! it is 
impossible ! " 

" You do not know us yet ! "exclaimed Casanova, 
in a tone, and with an air of triumph. " We 
mountaineers, at least, can boast that we are men." 
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Here the voice of the captain put an end to 
further conversation, — " Ladies and gentlemen, be 
good enough to claim your luggage. Here we 
are at the end of our voyage." 

And Bastia presented itself to the view of the 
passengers, by its most imposing quarter, the 
square of St. Nicholas, the Palais de Justice, all 
the new and modern houses, in fact, like the 
shopkeepers who place their goods in view, with 
the hope of attracting customers. 

Le Liamone was already entering the har- 
bour when Theobald rejoined Madame de Bel- 
mont. He offered his services in landing, which is 
very inconvenient, and effected by means of a 
boat, the steamer being unable to reach the quay. 
A short time devoted to prayer and reflection had 
sufficed to restore our hero to his usual state of 
tranquillity, and it was with great politeness and 
kindness of manner that he paid Madame de 
Belmont all those attentions so welcome to a lady, 
and which she could so well appreciate. 

" Monsieur," said she, on leaving him at the 
door of the Hotel Tellier, the best in the town, 
<s if ever my husband or myself should be so for- 
tunate as to have it in our power to be useful to 
you, think of us as real friends, and never forget 
the deep and heartfelt gratitude which we shall ever 
retain towards you." 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE BANDIT. 



The Signor Cafarelli was oil the quay waiting 
for Theobald. As soon as the latter perceived this 
faithful friend, he ran forward and embraced him 
with affection. 

"Come, my son/' said the old man; "your 
room is prepared, and we are all impatience to 
receive you." 

Madame and Mademoiselle Cafarelli gave him 
a most cordial and graceful welcome. Our hero 
would greatly have preferred going at once to the 
chapel of the Madonna della Vesina, to visit the 
tomb of his mother, but his friends would not 
permit him. At daybreak the next morning 
Theobald commenced his pilgrimage. Signor 
Cafarelli insisted on accompanying him. They 
proceeded in silence and meditation ; but in pas* 
sing the hotel formerly occupied by the baroness 

D , Theobald could not repress a sigh, when 

he thought that probably on earth he never more 
would see her who had been a ministering angel 
to his mother, and a bright and shining light for 
himself and Clarita, and whose benign influence he 
felt daily more and more. 

" We shall ever regret the loss of that excellent 
woman," said the signor, who understood the 
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natural feeling of his young friend. " She did so 
much good in the country." 

When Theobald left the churchyard, after pray- 
ing long on his mother's tomb, he said to the 
signor : " I much wish that my mother's remains 
should repose with those of my father in the family 
vault ; be so kind, my dear sir, as to take the neces- 
sary steps for their removal." 

The old gentleman promised to do so. After 
a long silence, — "My son/' said he, at length, 
" you will soon find yourself in a very difficult 
position. Allow me to advise you to act with 
much prudence. Annunciata is an active and 
most courageous woman ; but I fear she will not 
prove a good adviser for you. Tell her to have 
patience, and do not act precipitately. Your 
enemies are cunning and crafty, and will be on 
their guard." 

" If you would speak of the Pabianos I will 
at once clearly explain my intentions towards them 
to you, above all, for you are a man of sense, and 
able to understand my feelings. Whether they 
are or are not guilty of my father's death, they 
have been acquitted by a jury of their country- 
men, and I am bound to consider them innocent : 
it is to Him alone who searches all hearts to judge 
them now; it is to Him alone that vengeance 
belongs, if they deserve punishment. As to me, 
they have nothing to fear, and I declare to you I 
never will raise my hand to do them the least 
harm." 

" Alas ! " replied the signor, who had listened 
with great attention to the words of his companion ; 
" make no rash promises, my young friend. Your 
sentiments are, doubtless, most laudable, and al- 
though a true Corsican myself, I wpgrosfe ^^ca. 
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from the bottom of my heart : but you have for- 
gotten your country, my son. Were you going 
to reside in Bastia, your feelings might find some 
sympathy, but, great heaven ! think on Piovela ! 
oh ! you do not know of what such a race of men 
is capable. Do you remember little Buonayita? 
You saw him at my house. At that time he was 
between sixteen and seventeen years of age. He 
also had been educated on the continent, and had 
acquired much useful knowledge, with new man- 
ners and feelings. Well, he returned to his native 
mountains, and some time after he received an 
insult which he did not immediately revenge. 
There was but one opinion, one cry, on what was 
termed his effeminate manners, in other words, 
his cowardice. From all he received the rimbecco, 
or Corsican reproach, for having borne an injury 
without instantly revenging it, upon which he 
sent a challenge to his adversary, who laughed at 
it, duelling being unknown amongst us. Civiliza- 
tion strove for some time with prejudice, but the 
latter was victorious, and Buonavita is now in the 
thicket, having killed his man." 

" Prejudice may have conquered civilization," 
replied Theobald ; " but religion will 'triumph over 
prejudice at last." 

" I hope so, too," said Monsieur Cafarelli, with a 
doubtful air, and he then changed the conver- 
sation. 

Towards evening, a shepherd sent by his aunt 
arrived with a horse to take Theobald to Piovela ; 
and the following morning, at daybreak, he took 
leave of the hospitable family of Cafarelli, promis- 
ing to revisit them shortly. He was an excellent 
horseman, accustomed from childhood to ride, 
but still was frequently obliged to dismount and 
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to take great care of himself and horse, so danger- 
ous and difficult was the way taken by his guide, 
the shepherd. This was caused by the man hay- 
ing chosen the upper path, which led among rocks 
and precipices, in order to avoid passing the tree 
marked with the fatal stain of poor Antonio 
Loncini's blood, for this day of Theobald's return 
was to be one of unmitigated joy. The guide, then, 
led the way on horseback, followed by his dog, and 
with his gun on his shoulder. About mid-day 
they reached the door of a miserable hovel, en- 
tirely constructed with the branches of trees, in 
the very thickest part of the wood. The shepherd 
then whistled in a peculiar manner, upon which, 
a man, armed to the teeth, issued forth, and 
advanced to Theobald, after having carefully 
double locked the door, a very extraordinary 
precaution in a country where the houses are only 
secured by a latch, and have no locks or fasten- 
ings, except in the case of the owner being in 
" Vendetta." 

" You are truly welcome, Sign or Loncini. Do 
you not remember your old friend Burcica, to 
whom you have so often brought powder at the 
Red Cross, and who used to trot you on his horse 
when you were a little boy? How tall you are, 
how robust you have grown. It is a pleasure to 
see you. May God preserve you, signor ! " 

Theobald had recognized the bandit, but this 
meeting was by no means agreeable to him, and 
he felt displeased with the shepherd for having 
arranged it. However, he put on a good counte- 
nance, and shook the hand Burcica offered, for he 
remembered the man had always been ready to 
render a service to his family. 

"Come and refresh yourself," m&V^^w- 
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ducting the young man towards a large block of 
marble, on which a supply of provisions were 
spread, consisting of black bread, raw onions, a 
goat's milk cheese, and a quarter of venison, cooked 
under the hot cinders. Burcica then brought a 
bottle of wine from the mysterious cabin, and pre- 
sented it to his guests. 

Theobald was greatly inclined to refuse this 
rural repast, but having ridden since daylight, he 
was extremely hungry, besides, he also feared to 
offend the well-known susceptibility of the Signor 
Burcica. However, the late pupil of the Abbe 
Duhamel, felt far from comfortable in this strange 
company. 

The bandit, on the contrary, was overjoyed 
at the return of Theobald, and asked him number- 
less questions, interrogating him on all he had 
seen and even learnt. The young man replied at 
first with much reserve, but Burcica spoke of his 
father Antonio, with whom he had been very 
intimate ; of Annunciata, that woman of energy ; 
of Clarita, whom he named the good angel of 
Piovela ; and Theobald became more communi- 
cative. 

" Are you not tired of this wandering life, so 
completely out of all social law, that you have 
been leading so long ? " 

The question was hazarded from a desire to 
make his interview with Burcica useful to him, by 
suggesting wholesome reflection. 

The bandit paused before he replied. 

" You are aware what has made me lead the 
life I do," he replied, at length. " I was either 
obliged to suffer a long imprisonment, or make 
up my mind to embrace my present existence. 
I could not hesitate, for I love the open air and 
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my liberty before all things. Here I am absolute 
master. The thicket is my kingdom. My sub- 
jects are all those who require my services, or 
who fear my stiletto, and they form a large class. 
I raise contributions wherever I please ; and no 
one has ever refused the supply of powder and 
shot necessary for my use — indeed, they anticipate 
my wishes ; and I should never want money if I 
accepted but one half of that offered me." 

" But are you not in constant dread of the 
Corsican voltigeurs, whft are always on the look 
out for you ? " asked Theobald. 

"I laugh at them, and at the gendarmes as 
well. They* are not sufficiently sharp to catch 
me. I sleep sometimes in one place, sometimes 
in another, as it suits me. To-day I am here, to- 
morrow I shall be fifteen leagues off in some other 
thicket, or on some impregnable peak. How, 
then, can they take me ? Besides, do not my 
kind friends apprise me continually of their 
marches and countermarches; and have I not 
my faithful dog, who knows and can wind their 
footsteps at a league's distance ? " 

" But this isolated existence ■ " 

" Isolated ! — not quite so isolated as you appear 
to imagine, particularly just now," interrupted 
Burcica, smiling maliciously, and casting a glance 
towards the hovel. " However, to speak the 
truth, there are moments when I feel tired of all 
these advantages; and I think in three years, 
when my time of outlawry is expired, I shall 
make an end of it. I shall marry, and return to 
my former existence." 

" I strongly advise you to do so, and wish you 
well with all my heart," replied Theobald. 

"And for what reason?" asked B\ad^ "Y 
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only war against bad people, and am always ready 
to serve my friends whenever it is in ny power 
to do so. But what you say deserves reflection/' 
added he, in a grave tone, "and I will think 
seriously upon it when I have time." 

The meal being now finished, Theobald and his 
guide prepared to continue their way, for they 
wished to arrive at Piovela in the evening. 

Burcica insisted on accompanying them to the 
end of the ravine, at the commencement of which 
they now were. But ttefore commencing his 
march, he returned to the hovel, and Theobald, 
looking through the foliage, thought he perceived 
another individual, clothed and armed precisely 
as the Signor Burcica. These two men exchanged 
a few words in a low voice, and Burcica rejoined 
Theobald, followed by an enormous dog. The 
latter asked him no questions, well knowing that 
the Corsicans, although so curious, dislike to be 
questioned on what concerns them personally. 
Nevertheless, he could not repress a movement 
of curiosity, very natural under the circumstances, 
when he thought of the hovel so scrupulously 
locked : but he repressed the feeling, as he could 
not harbour any distrust or suspicion. Burcica 
was an old friend of his family, and he knew of 
no solitary example whatever in which a Corsican 
had ever betrayed a friendship. The young man 
then turned the conversation on far more useful 
subjects. He painted the happiness of a regular 
and Christian life, with the charms of family love. 
The bandit appeared to listen with real pleasure. 
When they emerged from the wood, they took 
leave of each other. 

" Adieu, Signor Loncini, till our next meeting," 
said the bandit. " Whenever you want me, only 
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let me know ; my arm and carabine have never 
failed the Loncinis." 

" Thank you sincerely for your offer," said the 
youth; "but I trust that I may never need 
them/* 

" Do not be too sure/' pursued Burcica, mis- 
understanding the sense of Theobald's reply. 
" You have truly become a very fine young man, 
and are quite capable of arranging your own 
affairs without aid ; but no one knows what may 
happen. And it is always well, believe me, to 
have a friend in the thicket. Look at poor 
Monecco and little Marietta. Where would they 
be without us at this moment ? But I forget — 
you do not know this story. You shall hear it 
now, at least as far as it has gone. I remember 
that, when only so high, your discretion was proof 
against everything. Did you not remark the 
citadel we passed ? " 

"What citadel ?" asked Theobald, beginning 
to think it was a question of the mysterious 
hovel. 

" Oh, a stronghold of my manufacture, with a 
strong oaken door, and a good lock and key, 
which latter never leaves my pocket. It contains 
a Parisian dandy — a lion, as they are now called 
in the town. This exquisite, who appears, after 
all, a good fellow enough, had a place in the 
custom-house here in Corsica. He was at Cer- 
vione for some months, and became acquainted 
with Marietta in a house where she used to pass 
her Sunday evenings. He promised to marry 
the young girl, and the father, Monecco, willingly 
gave his consent. The young man then said he 
would write for the necessary papers to be for- 
warded ; but weeks and even months ^as&eA, ^sA 
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no papers were forthcoming. Moneoco began to 
suspect all was not right, and set a spy to watch 
his future son-in-law, who discovered that the 
young man had effected a change of residence, 
and was going to be transferred to Nantes, in 
France, preparing to depart without beat of drum. 
In his fury Monecco thought of using his stiletto ; 
but Marietta implored him so pitifully, that her 
father was moved, and changed his tactics. He 
confided his plans to me, and I made them my 
business. At the moment that the faithless 
custom-house officer was escaping in the most 
secret manner from the town, one of my compa- 
nions and I were waiting for him on the high 
road — for the continentals, you know, never risk 
going through the thicket unless well accom- 
panied. Hardly had my fine fellow proceeded 
half a league, when we fell upon him like two 
vultures. The poor youth made no more resist- 
ance than a lamb going to the slaughter. We 
conducted him to the citadel, which had been 
constructed expressly for him, and we said, c Now, 
young man, hark ye, you will not leave this place 
until well and legally married/ This time the 
papers were not so long in coming. At the expi- 
ration of three weeks thev arrived in due form : 
and this very night the adjoint of the mayor of 
Cervione will marry hini to the pretty Marietta 
here in the wood. Indeed, I expect her to arrive 
almost immediately, with her father; and Mon- 
sieur Valery may then leave for the continent if 
he wishes to do so, for we shall not offer him the 
least impediment." * 



* However incredible this anecdote may appear, it is per- 
fect^ true in all its details. 
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" But you have acted against all right and law/' 
cried Theobald, stupified by the account. 

" How so ? " inquired the bandit. " Are we, 
then, to allow our young girls to be dishonoured 
with impunity, and to suffer them to be amused 
by promises in the air, and say nothing ? We 
should, indeed, see fine things, if all these fops 
from the continent were allowed to make love, 
promise marriage, and then be off." 

" But to seize a man violently on the high road, 
against all law or right, and keep him a close 
prisoner for three weeks ! " 

" Bah, bah ! 'he is not so much to be pitied as 
you may imagine," interrupted Burcica. "We 
have done him no kind of harm. On the contrary, 
he has been well housed and well fed. The fellow 
has eaten during these three weeks more meat 
than would feed a Corsican for six months, to say 
nothing of upwards of thirty bottles of good old 
wine, which he no doubt imbibed for the purpose 
of drowning his sorrow ! Every evening we 
make him take a sentimental walk by moonlight, 
between one of my comrades and myself, as it 
might enter his head to give us the slip." 

" But can you for a moment imagine that such 
a marriage will ever prove happy ? " pursued 
Theobald. 

" That is no business of ours — Marietta's repu- 
tation was compromised by the fellow's jilting her, 
and the honour of Monecco, her father, as well ; 
both will now be repaired, that is the principal 
point. Besides, the young girl is pretty, the 
father gives her a trousseau and 2,000 francs for 
her marriage portion ; she is, therefore, one of the 
best matches in the town, so you see the exquisite 
is by no means to be pitied. No doubt \ifc \% ^«r$ 

H 
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glad at the bottom, that we have obliged him to 
marry, and I assure you, there are very many 
young men who would give a great deal to be in 
his place." 

" That has nothing to do with the matter," said 
Theobald. " All this appears to me so strange, so 
out of all social order and the. rules of civilization, 
that I cannot think you have done well." 

" Ah ! Theobald, you have forgotten your coun- 
try ; but you will soon renew your acquaintance 
with it, I hope. But I must leave you, for 
my friend in the citadel must be tired by this 
time of mounting guard all alone. Should you 
want me, put a slip of paper in the hiding-place 
of the red cross, by the " macchio" of Pepe Loncini; 
or this is even better," said the bandit, taking a 
coin from his pocket, with the effigy of King 
Theodore. " Your father gave it me ; there are 
not many left now in the island." 

Theobald mechanically took the piece of money, 
and continued his journey, a prey to a thousand 
strange thoughts. 

The words, " you have forgotten your country," 
addressed to him the day before by Cafarelli and 
now repeated by the bandit, recurred to his mind, 
and he felt obliged to admit the truth of the 
observation. All that he had just seen and heard 
so completely overthrew the ideas inculcated by 
his education on the continent, that he began to 
ask himself if he had not presumed too much on 
his own strength, in promising to shake off, without 
compunction, all prejudices of his country irre- 
concilable with the rules of religion and honour. 
He felt at this moment that it would require 
much strength of soul to triumph over the ob- 
stacles which he foresaw, vaguely and confusedly, 
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in the distance, would inevitably oppose them- 
selves to the accomplishment of his good resolu- 
tions ; he saw and felt that to conquer he must 
receive assistance from above, and devoutly offered 
a prayer, beseeching the Almighty to endue him 
with strength to persevere in the paths of virtue 
and Christian charity. 



h 2 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THE RETURN HOME. 



The sun was already descending behind the 
mountains, and Theobald continued to advance, 
his head bent down and his mind entirely occupied 
by serious reflection ; fortunately, his horse was 
as sure of foot as the goats of Niolo, for the young 
man, absorbed by his various thoughts, let the 
* reins fall on the animal's neck, and relied on his 
instinct to conduct him safely in the perilous 
ascents and descents which constantly occurred. 
Suddenly the report of at least twenty guns 
startled him, his horse bounded backwards, at 
the risk of dismounting his rider, and Theobald 
beheld twenty shepherds advancing to meet him, 
and in the act of reloading their arms. By an 
instinctive movement, the young man sought for 
his stiletto, forgetting that on leaving Paris he 
had given it as a keepsake to one of his dearest 
friends; he was, however, immediately reassured 
by seeing a lady galloping towards him, whom 
he instantly recognized. 

" Theobald ! my dear nephew, you are here at 
last ! returned to live with us ! How we have 
sighed for this moment," said Annunciata. 

" Not more ardently than myself, I can assure 
' yoUj my dear aunt," replied Theobald, dismounting 



THE TRIUMPH OP CHARITY. 101 

to assist her; but more active fctill, Annunciata 
had already jumped lightly from her horse, and 
was close to him. At this time she was thirty 
years of age, and in spite of the heat of the 
climate, which usually fades the beauty of the 
women while young, Annunciata had preserved 
all the lustre and brightness of hers. Her fine 
features were animated by the joy of Theobald's 
return, and her eyes, already so expressive, appeared 
more brilliant than ever ; still a few lines on the 
ivory forehead, a marked frown, and a disdainful 
expression about the month, clearly denoted to an 
observant eye the ravages of passion on this 
regularly handsome face. She looked long with 
admiration, on her nephew. 

" How tall and strong you have become ! " said 
she exultingly ; " you will, I trust, be a worthy 
head to our family ! Oh ! woe and misfortune 
to the family of the Fox," added she with en- 
thusiasm; "for they would have devoured the 
harmless lamb, and the lamb is now changed to 
a lion ! " 

Theobald frowned, for he had not forgotten 
that the father of the Fabianos had • formerly 
been surnamed the " Fox," in consequence of his 
character for cunning and craftiness, and the me- 
taphor was by no means to his taste. " How are 
my grandmother and Clarita?" he hastened to 
inquire. 

" You will see them both presently. Do you 
not remember this neighbourhood, Theobald ? We 
are but a quarter of a league from the village." 
All this time the shepherds continued to fire in 
token of rejoicing. 

" Come and thank these good people, my ne- 
phew," said Annunciata-;-" they are all dsrotad. 
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u» u* k ami," added she in a low voice, tt vaa mar 
depend upon them all, when an occasion offers." 7 
Theobald left his aunt without reply, and advanced 
to the country people, bowing and offering his 
liutul, which they all pressed heartily. 

M Ua u* remount," said Annunciata, "for you 
«uo awaited with impatience at home. Bat what 
ill* I mvj* Yon are cutirelv without arms: how is 
I hia* a my nephew? Are you a young lady, that 
>ou fcur the weight of a rifle; or can it be that 
vou do not know how to use it?" 

Theobald** swlfdove was wounded to the quick. 
" Loud n*e your sruu for a few moments," said he 
to the man that had served him as guide. Now 
» ho vouug mail's principal recreation, while stu- 
dying tW the law. had been shooting at a mark 
iu a gallery formed for the purpose, and he 
had become an admirable shot. After having 
*atixtlcd himself that the shepherd's gun was in 
tunal order* he was going to aim at the highest 
branch of a chestnut tree at a great distance, but 
at the name moment he perceived a bird of prey, 
toartug in the air at a prodigious height — so high 
thut it appeared to be a black speck in the midst 
of h\m*<\ %% I will aim at this vulture," cried 
Theobald* The gun went off — the bird was mo- 
tioolc** tor an iustant, then thev beheld him fall 
to the earth, turning over and over, a shapeless 
tou** it wan dead, 

** Hravo» bra viaai morgue*," cried all the shep- 
herd* with the greatest enthusiasm. Annunciata 
aaid uothii\£» but ahe embraced her nephew with 
uupaaaumed tenderness; and the cruel, ferocious 
joy that beamed from her eyes made Theobald 
regret having ^iveu way to the vain desire of ex- 
hibiting hi* *kdh 
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You see, my dear aunt, I shall not let you 
want game during the season/' said he, affecting 
a light tone. 

" Nor game of a higher description, I hope and 
trust," replied Annunciata, with the smile of a 
demon. 

"Let us proceed/' cried the youth, "we have 
already lost too much time ;" and he pressed his 
horse to a gallop, hoping to shake off the dis- 
agreeable impression caused by his aunt's words, 
for so many contending emotions agitated him 
violently. It was joy, above all things, to return 
to his country, his relatives, his countrymen; but 
all these sentiments were mixed with a painful 
feeling, which he could not exactly define. An- 
nunciata quickly rejoined him, and he would 
willingly have left her side, had it been possible ; 
for he felt instinctively that this woman, however 
engaging she might be, was like an evil genius 
attached to his footsteps. Impossible, however, 
to avoid her at this time, the proud Amazon placed 
herself at her nephew's side, at the head of the 
procession, intimating to each person the place 
they were to occupy. As soon as the houses of 
Piovela became visible, the firing of the shepherds 
recommenced with redoubled ardour, and attracted 
all the inhabitants to the doors and windows. 
This kind of ovation did not please Theobald, who 
would greatly have preferred gaining his home 
quietly, after so long an absence. Annunciata, on 
the contrary, appeared to triumph in it ; she made 
her horse curvet, and saluted, either with a wave of 
her hand, or her voice, every one of her acquaint- 
ance. On proceeding up the principal street, the 
young man perceived the house belonging to the 
Fabianos ; it was entirely shut up ; indeed it might 
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have been taken for a state prison, so abundantly 
was it provided with iron bars and locks. As 
they passed it, the firing became furious, and the 
demonstrations of joy changed almost to impre- 
cations and threats. Theobald was on thorns. 

" Annunciata," cried he to his aunt, " for the 
love of heaven, put an end to this." 

" My friends," said she to the shepherds, " the 
time is not yet come for showing your loyalty. 
Be moderate." 

" At length the turrets of the old manor of the 
Loncinis became visible to Theobald's longing 
view; it was situated in an open square at tie 
extreme end of the village ; his heart beat quickly, 
out his countenance was gloomy and overcast, for 
the scene in which he had so unwillingly played 
the principal part afflicted him deeply. From 
the door of his birthplace a fair young girl ad- 
vanced to meet him ; she was dressed in white, as 
if for a great fete, and appeared full of joy, which 
her natural timidity kept in* check. 

Theobald ran to embrace his, sister Clarita. 
She was, indeed, the gentle, modest girl he had 
pictured to himself, and that he had desired she 
should be. But her youthful features were far 
from possessing the brilliant and sparkling beauty 
of Annunciata. Clarita, at this time, was not 
seventeen years of age. She had golden-coloured 
hair, with a beautiful and transparent complexion ; 
her eyes were as blue as the azure above, but her 
crimson lips were, perhaps, rather too thick, and 
her features did not present sufficient regularity 
to make her a beauty ; and yet it was impossible 
to look at her without delight, there was such an 
inexpressible charm of innocence and modesty in the 
somewhat melancholy expression of her features. 
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The beauty and purity of her mind shone (it may 
be said) in her sweet countenance. Theobald 
tenderly strained her to his heart. She had been 
the companion of his infancy, and was the living 
image of the mother he had lost; then, while 
Annunciata busied herself in giving refreshments 
to the shepherds, the brother and sister paid a 
visit to their great-grandmother. 

Madame Loncini was at this time upwards of 
ninety years of age. She had seen, first, her 
brother-in-law, then her husband, and afterwards 
her grandson Antonio, all fall by violent deaths ; 
and so many successive shocks had weakened her 
understanding and impaired her reason, so that 
she had no will or energy left. Annunciata alone 
was the head of the house, and directed the affairs ; 
in fact, since her brother's death, she was the mis- 
tress ; but Clarita was the consoling angel, atten- 
tive and assiduous to the old lady; she alone 
rendered those services that poor Madame Lon- 
cini's position required ; she led her to church, 
read aloud books of piety, or tried to amuse her by 
singing sacred songs. It was, indeed, an affecting 
sight to see this gentle girl lavish upon her aged 
relative all the tender cares a mother bestows on a 
beloved child. 

" Here is your son Theobald, who has returned 
home/' said Clarita, in her soft voice ; " give him 
your blessing, good mother." 

Madame Loricini was seated in a large cushioned 
arm-chair, with her face turned to the door. At 
sight of the young man, a gleam of joy illumi- 
nated her countenance ; she did not rise from her 
seat, but stretching out her withered hand, — 

" May the God of all mercies shower his graces 
and blessings on this, the last of t\\a L&\&&ca&" 
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said she ; " may he be happier than his forefathers, 
and live to a good old age." 

Theobald bent his head under the hand of his 
venerable relative, then taking the one she offered 
him, he Irised it iwpectfully. 

The old lady's eyes became fall of tears. 

Clarita approached her, and showing Theobald, 
"My brother is one more to love you/' she 
whispered. "Oh, thank Heaven for this happy 
day!" 

" Who says this is a happy day ? " asked the 
old woman, already wandering. "Was not the 
mass for the dead celebrated this morning ? Yes, 
to-day is the fiftieth anniversary of that horrible 
catastrophe. My son, you should have returned 
either before, or after, this day, for it is a day of 
blood and woe ; it is unlucky ! " 

" Oh ! do not talk in this manner, good mother," 
said Clarita, in tears. " But why, my brother, why 
did you not return last week, as we all three hoped 
and expected ? " 

" You know it was out of my power to do so ; 
but pray, my dearest Clarita, do not be so super- 
stitious." 

" I am wrong, no doubt," said the young girl, 
trying to smile through her tears. " I can only 
love ; I have no strength of mind." 

" You must endeavour to acquire it," said her 
brother, desirous of immediately commencing his 
part of instructor. " I know that a great number 
of Corsican women believe in the influence of 
lucky and unlucky days, in fascination, in the 
evil eye, and in many similar things ; all this 
is absurd, and condemned by the church, as well 
as by reason." 

" I will try to correct myself," said Clarita, with 
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charming docility ; then leaning towards her great- 
grandmother, she caressed her, in order to dis- 
sipate the painful impression still visible on her 
features. She soon succeeded in her pious task, 
and the good old lady, quite consoled, smiled on 
the young girl. Theobald admired this scene in 
silence, and asked himself if all the science with 
which he proposed to endow his sister could be com- 
pared to the modesty and tenderness which already 
made her so attractive. At this time, Annunciata 
entered the dining-room, for the purpose of laying 
the cloth for dinner, and Clarita immediately rose 
to assist her aunt. She then gave her arm to the 
old lady, and conducted her to her usual seat, 
sitting next to her, and was entirely engrossed in 
paying those attentions which her grandmother's 
infirmities required. Theobald was compelled to 
occupy the seat of honour, which his aunt pointed 
out to him. As to her, she came and went, assist- 
ing the servants in changing the plates, and only 
sat down at intervals at the further end of the 
table. In vain, Theobald, accustomed to French 
manners, cried out against the barbarism of those 
of Corsica ; nothing on earth would induce Annun- 
ciata to change hers. 

u My mother, my grandmother, and their 
mothers before them, waited on the head of the 
family while at table, and I will do the same/' 
was her invariable reply to all the observations and 
entreaties of her nephew. The repast was plain 
and simple, as is the usual fare in Corsica, and 
consisted, first, of polenta, to which was added 
ravioles (a kind of Italian ragout), with a small 
wild kid roasted. At the desert, Clarita rose to 
fetch the broccio, and the galettas which she had 
herself prepared. A bottle of good old m\\a At- 
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culated, and conversation commenced. Theobald 
had much to relate, and the three women lis- 
tened with the deepest interest. At length, nine 
o'clock struck by a large wooden clock which 
stood in a corner of the room. Clarita instantly 
rose, and wishing her brother good night, pre- 
sented her arm to Madame Loncini, and led her 
to her apartment. 

" My grandmother always retires at nine o'clock," 
said Annunciata, " and your sister does not leave 
her during the whole night. We are, then, cer- 
tain of being alone, and I will take advantage of 
the circumstance to speak on a subject which 
interests us all, but which regards you more 
particularly. Clarita has already passed her six- 
teenth year some months, it is therefore time to 
think of marrying her." 

" It appears to me very early for her to take so 
serious a step," hazarded Theobald. 

" It is not considered too soon in our country," 
pursued Annunciata, " particularly when we con- 
sider that you are in great want of some useful 
alliance. I have long been occupied on this 
matter, but there is no suitable match for her in 
Piovela. Our family being descended from the 
Caporellis, and being one of the oldest on the 
island, we cannot lower ourselves. I have, then, 
been compelled to search in the neighbourhood. 
Signor Peroncelli, of whom you have, of course, 
heard, descends from a second-rate nobility. He 
has three sons, the eldest being now twenty-three 
years of age. You will find him, I venture to say, 
exactly what we wish; for, without speaking of 
his brothers, who will soon be <men, he has a 
sister married to a captain in the Corsican volti- 
geuiSj which of itself would be an immense 
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advantage to you in case of need ; besides four 
cousins — all fighting men — three uncles on the 
father's side, and at least two dozen cousins 
sprung from the first cousins, of whom the greater 
portion are already men." 

"But, my dear aunt," interrupted the young 
man, " I really do not see how this multitude of 
uncles and cousins, which you enumerate with so 
much complacency, can further the happiness of 
Clarita." 

Annunciata looked at her nephew in astonish- 
ment. " You have forgotten your country," said 
she at length, in a gloonly tone. 

" I suppose that such must be the case," replied 
Theobald, provoked; "for you are the third 
person who has told me the same thing since 
my return." 

"Act as you think proper," pursued Annun- 
ciata with bitterness ; " but for my conscience' 
sake, I shall tell you, that if you refuse to profit 
by this opportunity of settling your sister in a 
suitable manner, I feel certain you will very 
shortly have reason to repent your folly." 

" I refuse nothing," replied her young relative. 
" The happiness of Clarita is my daily hope and 
desire; and if I find that the son of Signor 
Peroncelli possesses the necessary qualities " 

" There exists a point of far more importance 
than the happiness of a woman," interposed 
Annunciata with asperity, "and that is, the 
honour of our family. In accordance with this 
principle, my nephew, I had begun to enume- 
rate the resources which you personally would 
derive from this alliance. If you will allow me, 
I will continue to inform you of all I know 
respecting the Peroncellis." 
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" I am all attention/' replied Theobald odfly, 
for ho felt himself altogether misunderstood. 

" Francisco Pcroncelli has pursued bis studies 
on the continent. He is a good young man, full 
of right feeling and courage, and one of whom 
every one speaks most highly. As he is die 
eldest of the sons, he will inherit the landed 
property, which is considerable. This, I need 
not tell you, is the Corsican custom." 

" Is Clarita disposed to receive his addresses ? Is 
she gratified by his attentions ? " asked Theobald. 

" (Harita has never seen him, and does not 
know one word of what I have just told yon. But 
who is well educated, and can have no will but 
yours, as you stand in the place of her father. 
The Siguor Peroncelli is enchanted with the idea 
of this alliance between our families. He is, 
hetudeM, aware that my niece possesses ten thou- 
sand francs, which she inherits from her mother, 
and he would not find so good a marriage portion 
within ten leagues around/ 1 

M Yes, without reckoning on what I can do for 
her," «aid the young man with pride. 

M That is quite another affair; and I should 
ad viae you not to be too liberal, for the head of 
onr family should be in a position to uphold his 
rank," continued Annunciata. "But listen to 
the rest I have to tell you. Francisco must 
return to the continent to finish his studies. He 
would already have left several weeks ago, had 
not his father wished to present him to you before 
his departure, for, of course, we could decide on 
nothing during your absence. It would, there- 
fort*, be tit and proper that you should go and 
see Siguor Peroncelli as soon as possible, in order 
to make all necessary arrangements." 
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" Would it not be better to wait for him to pay 
us the first visit ? " asked Theobald. 

" No, no — we have already talked the matter 
over between ourselves," said his aunt. " Allow 
yourself to be guided by me on all subjects of 
decorum at least, such as they were practised by 
our ancestors — for I, thank God, have forgotten 
none of them. And now I will leave you, for 
you must require rest." 

" I promise you to think seriously on the con- 
versation we have just had," said Theobald with 
gravity, for he felt by no means decided. 

"You will act wisely," replied his aunt, "for 
the subject well deserves consideration. This is 
your room. Good-bye till to-morrow. I have 
many more matters to tell you, but opportunities 
will not be wanting, now you have returned 
home." 
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CHAPTER V. 



THE PERONCELLI FAMTLT. 



Although Theobald had ridden fifteen leagues 
over the most abominable roads, his mind was so 
agitated he felt no inclination to sleep, bnt a 
great want of solitude and quiet, to collect his 
thoughts and reflect calmly on his present 
position. For a young man of twenty years 
of age, having just left the benches of a college, 
and entirely without experience, he had, by 
no means, an easy part to play. He found 
himself suddenly called upon to fill the duties 
of the head of the family, as Annunciata de- 
lighted to call him; the possessor of consider- 
able property, the inhabitant of a country whose 
manners and customs are altogether peculiar, and 
which he had totally forgotten. To live among 
people who expected, as an act of positive duty, 
the commission of a crime utterly contrary to his 
conscience, both as a Christian and a man of 
honour ; and who, moreover, found himself the 
sole arbitrator of his sister's destiny, whom it was 
a question of settling in life. The young man re- 
called to his mind all the information his aunt 
had given him on this most important subject, 

eighing maturely the advantages and disadvan- 
tages; he then implored the Almighty to enlighten 
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him and lead him to act for the best. To go 
himself to Vescovato and judge as far as possible 
of the character and good qualities of Francesco 
Peroncelli, and then to consult the wishes of his 
sister, appeared to be the wisest plan he could 
adopt ; he decided on doing so, and sank to sleep, 
thinking of the best means of putting his scheme 
into execution. The sun had long risen when 
Theobald awoke ; he rose instantly, and opening 
the window, the first object that met his view was 
Clarita returning home, and entering the house, 
followed by a servant carrying a basket. He ran 
to meet her. 

" Where do you come from so early in the 
morning ?" asked he, kindly drawing her gently 
towards the garden. 

" From a house close by, my dear brother." 

" And what took you there so early ?" again 
inquired our hero. 

" Do you remember old Cati, who is nearly as 
©Id as our great-grandmother ?" replied the young 
girl blushing ; she is very poor, and has no rela- 
tions left, so I have made it a duty to go and 
see her every morning; I hope, Theobald, you 
will not forbid my continuing to visit her." 

"Certainly not; I shall never forbid any- 
thing noble or generous." So taking Clarita's 
arm under his own, they were soon out of sight 
under a grove of lemon trees. The brother and 
sister walked thus for a long time, finding a great 
charm in this intimate chat, and Theobald was 
much struck by the good sense and proper feeling, 
the delicate sentiments of his young sister, whose 
education had been so defective. In truth, she 
possessed one of those happy natures who appear 
created for good ; her heart was the good ^cq\ukL 
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of which the Gospel speaks, and in which the word 
of God fructifies without hinderance ; Clarita had 
received the good seed at the time of her first 
communion, and it had produced an hundredfold. 
Brought up in absolute retirement, knowing no 
other pleasure than that we all derive from the 
accomplishment of a great duty ; entirely devoted 
to the task of consoling and cheering the old age 
of her great-grandmother, Clarita felt completely 
rewarded by the great affection of Madame Lon- 
cini, and thought it quite natural and a matter 
of course that she should devote her whole exist- 
ence to the old lady. All her time had hitherto 
been taken up by household duties, the perusal of 
useful and pious books given to her by the 
baroness, the correspondence she had kept up 
with her brother, the charities she distributed 
to the poor of the village, and in various kinds 
of needlework which she had been taught during 
her stay in Bastia. Clarita had no particular 
intimacy with any of the young girls of Piovela ; 
and yet all loved her for her virtues and gentle- 
ness. Her only wish had been for her brother's 
return ; and now that that wish had been happily 
accomplished, nothing appeared wanting to her 
perfect felicity. The morning walk was inter- 
rupted by the church bell, which announced the 
nine o'clock mass. 

"The mass will shortly commence, and my 
good mother and I always attend it ; I must go 
to fetch her. Will you accompany us, Theobald V 

" Most willingly, my dear sister/' said he ; and 
both hand in hand, as in the days of their happy 
childhood, they went to seek Madame Loncini. 

On his return from church, where Theobald 
could not but admire the fervour and piety of the 
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young girl, they found Annunciata waiting for 
them at the open door. 

"L have been looking everywhere for you," 
said she to her nephew, "for we have many 
affairs to settle." 

"I am entirely at your orders," was his reply. 

Annunciata then led him into her room, and 
placing several files of paper before him on the 
table, " While you were absent," said she, "I 
endeavoured to replace you as far and as well as I 
could; but now it is for you to undertake the 
management of your own affairs. I have gathered 
all these documents for your inspection, examine 
them well, and I hope you will be satisfied." 

" My dear aunt," said Theobald, €t I am per- 
fectly satisfied with your management; I rely 
entirely on you, and will receive no accounts 
whatever ; I only entreat you to continue to direct 
everything as heretofore, for you are far more ca- 
pable than I can be." 

" No, no," replied Annunciata, " that cannot 
be ; we have each our part to perform. Men are 
the natural masters, and everything out of the 
house regards them ; while we women undertake 
the housekeeping and internal economy. Head 
all these papers, I beg, that you may at least be 
familiar with the state of affairs." 

"Who then, may I ask, has made out these 
accounts?" asked Theobald, surprised at their 
neatness, for he remembered that when he left, his 
aunt could neither read nor write. 

" They are all made out by me," replied Annun- 
ciata. "I could not write, but it became -neces- 
sary for me to learn. Clarita gave me lessons, 
and it only required three months' application to 
enable me to write sufficiently well for the nux- 

i 2 



116 THEOBALD; OB, 

pose. But you appear surprised. Do you not 
know the Corsicans are superior to the generality 
of men, and consequently of women? That they 
can, with facility, do all they desire ? " added she 
proudly. 

Theobald could not forbear smiling at this com- 
fortable conviction, which he knew was shared by 
the great majority of his countrymen. 

He rapidly glanced over all the different ac- 
counts, but one large bundle of papers particu- 
ticularly fixed his attention ; it turned out to be the 
different documents of a lawsuit, which Annunciata 
had carried on, with a neighbouring proprietor 
who had dared to encroach a little on a field 
belonging to the Loncinis. This proprietor, be 
it understood, was allied to the Fabianos. The 
memorial which .this clever woman had herself 
drawn up was so remarkable for good sense and 
clearness, in one who had received so little educa- 
tion, that Theobald could not forbear exclaiming, 

" You are indeed a superior woman ! " 

"Oh, no/ 1 said Annunciata quietly. "Any 
Corsican could do as much, if necessary. It 
answered my purpose, for I gained my cause." 

The aunt and nephew then descended to the 
usual sitting-room, and Theobald found that his 
luggage had arrived. He had left it at JBastia on 
landing, and Monsieur Cafarelli had undertaken 
to forward it. He hastened to take out several 
presents he had brought for his relatives. For 
his great-grandmother, he had procured a hand- 
some ivory crucifix, most beautifully carved. To 
Annunciata he presented a gold chain and ear- 
rings. 

"For you, my Clarita," said he, "I have 
brought nothing but books, for I think they are 
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more necessary, and will be more acceptable than 
anything else." 

He then gave his m sister several highly-instruc- 
tive works, a handsomely bound New Testament, 
the histories of several countries, besides many 
excellent literary French and Italian books. He 
had chosen this little collection with the greatest 
care. 

" I will immediately begin a course of instruc- 
tion with you," said he, "for there are many 
things yet for you to learn." 

" Clarita is already very clever," objected 
Madame Loncinji ; " she reads and writes like a 
schoolmaster, and I do not think it possible to 
find her equal on the whole island.'' 

My good mother," replied Theobald, gently, 

young men in these days learn much more 
than they formerly did ; consequently, the edu- 
cation of young girls should also be more 
general, in order that the companion of man 
should not be too inferior to her husband, so 
that she may understand, and even second him if 
necessary. Who can tell? My sister may be 
destined to marry a Frenchman, or a Corsican 
brought up on the continent, and accustomed to 
the education of French women, a great many 
of whom unite much solid and varied learning 
to all the good and amiable qualities of their 
sex." 

€t My nephew is right," said Annunciata ; " our 
Clarita should be ignorant of nothing that other 
girls are taught, and I advise her by all means to 
profit by her brother's offer." 

" When shall we begin ? " asked Clarita in her 
usual gentle voice. 

" In a very few days, my dear mtet " Te^xsk. 
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Theobald. "I leave to-morrow for Bastia, and 
shall return as soon as possible." 

"What! are you going to leave us again so 
soon?" timidly inquired the*young girl. 

" My absence will not be long, Clarita ; I have 
some affairs to settle at Vescovato, and then I 
shall proceed to Bastia, to carry out a project that, 
I trust and believe, will receive the approbation 
of my family ; it is that of uniting the remains of 
my dear mother to those of my father in th£ 
family vault. 

"That is most suitable, and has my entire 
approbation," replied Annunciata. 

Clarita pressed her brother's hand in silence, 
and wiped away a few drops that glistened like 
diamonds on her eyelids. 

Theobald then went out to visit his old friends 
and acquaintances, and everywhere he was treated 
with consideration and received with kindness. 
In several places, similar offers of assistance were 
tendered to those made by Burcica the bandit, or 
rather, outlaw; he thanked the persons coldly, 
and changed the conversation. In the afternoon 
of the following day he went* into the paddock to 
select the most spirited horse among those who 
were grazing, for the Corsican horses, of a half- 
wild nature, are not, like ours, shut up in stables, 
but are allowed to run at liberty, and are always 
in excellent order. While he was occupied in 
saddling and bridling his courser, Annunciata 
joined him, armed with a superb double-bar- 
relled gun, fresh from the manufactory of St. 
Etienne. 

" This is the result and fruit of my savings for 
some years," said she; "accept it, my dear 
nephew, for the love of your aunt, and use it in 
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remembrance of her when the time comes for 
upholding the honour of the family/' 

" I trust I may use your magnificent present at 
all timeq in a way that shall reflect honour on you 
and myself/' stammered the young man, kissing 
his aunt's hand ; " and, with your permission, I 
will now take it with me/' 

" Most assuredly, for it is unbecoming that you 
should go from home unarmed/' 

Annunciata then gave a great deal of good 
advice to her nephew concerning the negotiation 
he was about to commence, with some further 
information on the character and family of the 
Signor Peroncelli. Theobald then set out, and 
proceeded for many hours through woods without 
meeting with any habitation ; he feared he had 
lost his way, and began to regret having declined 
his aunt's offer of a guide at the moment of his 
departure. While reflecting on what was best to 
be done, he percei^d a shepherd at some distance. 
He was watering his flock at a fresh spring, which 
.flowed from under a rock covered with moss. It 
was in truth a beautiful spot. Several young 
girls surrounded the spring, and were joking with 
.each other, as they filled vases of antique shape 
with the clear liquid, carrying them on their heads 
with much ease and grace. Theobald contem- 
plated this scene for some time, as it recalled to 
his mind those described in the Bible; then ap- 
proaching one of the girls, he inquired if he were 
still far from Vescovato, and if he were in the 
right road; but instead of replying, the foolish little 
creature opened her large eyes, made a low courtesy, 
and ran off, laughing merrily. Thinking he was 
not understood, Theobald was going to repeat the 
question in the Corsican dialect, N^Vievi ^ ^*rock% 
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man, who was sketching the picturesque view 
that had just excited our hero's admiration, sud- 
denly rose from behind a tree that had concealed 
him, and approaching the traveller, said with great 
politeness, " Monsieur, you are still a quarter of 
a league from the town. I am going to return 
there, aud shall be most bappy to show you the 
way if you will allow me." 

"You will greatly oblige me," said Loncini, 
much surprised to find a sketcher in the woods 
of Vescovato. So leading his horse by the bridle, 
he began to examine the young artist, while 
they conversed on indifferent subjects. He was a 
man about twenty-five years of age, of middle 
stature, a most pleasing countenance, and of 
quiet and gentlemanly manners. 

"Monsieur," said he, "you are no doubt a 
stranger, and consequently know no one at Ves- 
covato ; you will find neither hotel nor inn fit to 
receive you. Come and stay with my father ; we 
shall consider your visit as a reai/#e." 

" I imagined you also to be a stranger, first, 
from your accent, and above all from your ad- 
mirable talent," replied Theobald, pointing to the 
sketch which the young man held in his hand. 
"This country, which abounds in magnificent 
views, can boast so few people capable of repro- 
ducing its beauties, that I am utterly at a loss to 
imagine from what artist you can have taken 
lessons." 

"The little I know of painting and drawing 
I learnt in Paris," observed the sketcher, smiling. 

"Then we are doubly countrymen," replied 
Theobald, " both by birth and education, for I 
also was born in Corsica, and educated on the 
continent." 
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" Well, that is an additional reason to induce 
you to accept my proposition, and remain our 
guest for some time. If you also are fond of 
drawing, I can show you some beautiful views; 
if you are a sportsman, we will go through woods 
where you will find game more abundant than 
in the preserves of a royal residence. I hope 
"this will tempt you." 

"It is, indeed, very difficult to resist such 
seductive offers," said Theobald, who felt attracted 
towards his companion' as by a charm ; " but I 
can remain but a short time at Yescovato, suffi- 
cent to talk over some affairs with Monsieur Peron- 
celli, with whom you are probably acquainted; 
but this I trust will not deprive me of the pleasure 
of seeing you before my departure." 

"My dear sir," said the unknown, taking 
Theobald's hand affectionately, " I am the eldest 
son of Monsieur Peroncelii, and I consider myself 
most fortunate in being the first to welcome you. 
We will not separate so long as you remain at 
Vescovato." 

Theobald was enchanted by this meeting, and 
showed by his manner and words all the pleasure 
it afforded him. The evening before, he had 
watched his sister, and reflected on her character ; 
she was so modest as to be perfectly ignorant of 
her attractions ; so timid and gentle, that the least 
look of reproof made her blush and tremble ; so 
frank and candid, that all dissimulation was un- 
known to her; she would have disdained the 
harinless little artifices that many women un- 
scrupulously employ to further their ends. In 
examining, I may say, the delicate shades of this 
superior nature, in breathing the virginal perfume 
of this tender flower, which, like \3aa «&»»&%* 
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plant, shrank at the slightest contact, Theobalc 
had asked himself what would become of Clariti 
if wedded to one of the despotic husbands si 
general in Corsica, who see in the wife nothing 
but the master's upper servant, the humble slavi 
of all his wishes, a creature of an inferior nature 
whose understanding is incapable of rising abovi 
the narrow circle of domestic duties? How wai 
this young girl, whose mind was so right and pure 
so simple and artless, who lived entirely by the 
affections, how could she find happiness with i 
man of this description? What would be hei 
probable fate if united to such a one ? and the 
good brother trembled. Well, all these natural 
apprehensions had disappeared at the sight of hie 
new acquaintance. It appeared really as if the 
eldest son of Monsieur Peroncelli were the man oi 
high feeling, of refined and elegant manners, thai 
Providence had reserved for the happiness of hie 
cherished sister. In spite, however, of all these 
' favourable impressions, Theobald was sufficiently 
master of himself to allow nothing to appear 
reserve and Corsican prudence being the distinc- 
tive features of his character. He resolved tc 
study as far as possible the character of the young 
man whom he already wished to look on as hit 
future brother-in-law, and to be certain of hit 
good qualities before he pronounced the chaste 
name of his sister in his presence. Endeavouring 
by every means to gain his friendship, Theobalc 
listened with interest to the simple recital of the 
young man's confidence, and they were already 
in the large square of Vescovato, without eithe; 
having perceived the length of the way. 

Monsieur Peroncelli received our hero with al 
the hearty and cordial hospitality of a Corsican 
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but when he learnt the name of his guest, his 
cares and politeness were redoubled. 

" I was your father's friend, and, as a natural 
consequence, am yours also, my dear sir," said 
he. 

Monsieur Peroncelli was a short man, thickly 
set, and upwards of seventy years of age ; but no 
sign of decrepitude had as yet struck his robust 
old age. He walked as upright as a dart, held 
his head high, with a proud and somewhat stern 
look. His wife and children trembled in his 
presence, and with them his slightest wish had 
all the force of law. No one of his family had 
ever been known to offer him the least contradic- 
tion. They sat down to the evening meal, and 
the mistress of the house waited on her husband 
and his guests, as Annunciata had waited on 
her nephew. Madame Peroncelli was a stout, 
handsome woman, of five-and-forty — brisk, and 
joyous, and who, while setting the example of ab- 
solute submission to the head of the family, exer- 
cised, nevertheless, an immense influence over 
him. Never did Monsieur Peroncelli decide on 
any important subject without first consulting 
his wife, and affairs only went the better in con- 
sequence. The maternal tenderness of Madame 
Peroncelli, her gaiety and good temper, softened, 
as it were, the proud and somewhat haughty 
nature of her husband. They both treated Theo- 
bald with the greatest respect, inquired with 
real interest after his family, and Monsieur 
Peroncelli passed, in his way, a great panegyric 
on Annunciata. 

" That is a woman, if you will," said he. " She 
has the courage and energy of a man, with wit 
enough for a demon. You are nctj fox\xHvsk&\SL 
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having her with you. As to Mademoiselle Clarita, 
every one agrees in saying she is an angel/' 

"My sister is, indeed, excellent in every re- 
spect," replied Theobald, without affectation. 

Early the following morning, the old gentleman 
had a long conversation with his guest, took him 
all over his house and property, and showed him 
his flocks. 

" All this," said he, " will become the portion 
of Francisco, my eldest son. My daughter 
received her fortune in ready money at the time 
of her marriage ; my two younger sons will 
receive theirs also in ready money. Francisco is 
an excellent son, who has never given me anything 
but satisfaction. He will shortly leave the island for 
Paris, where he will finish his college terms. Ton 
are aware that this necessary proceeding completes 
the education of a man. On his return, I shall 
endeavour to make a good marriage for him, for 
I should like to see mv little grandchildren before 
I die." 

Francisco, in his turn, seiied on Theobald. 
According to his promise, he showed him some 
excellent sport, and took him to admire some 
most beautiful views — so beautiful, that our 
hero lamented they were unknown to the 
world. 

During these long walks, Theobald employed all 
his penetration and natural sagacity to soand the 
character and principles of his companion, and 
all he discovered tended to confirm the good 
opinion he had entertained on his first acquaint- 
ance. Francisco, in reality, was a most amiable 
young man. He had received an excellent 
education, with religious instruction, and pos- 
~ high principles with many useful talents. 
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Theobald no longer hesitated to open his heart 
on the real object of his visit to Vescovato. 
Monsieur Peroncelli, who was waiting for this, 
made no attempt to conceal the pleasure it 
afforded him. Both the person and marriage- 
portion of Mademoiselle Loncini suited him 
exactly ; but when he learnt the generous inten- 
tions of Theobald regarding his sister, his joy 
knew no bounds. 

" You are a most worthy, good young man," 
said he, " and you may rely on my assistance and 
that of all my family, under all and any circum- 
stances that may occur," and he laid particular 
stress on the last part of his speech. 

Theobald appeared not to remark these words. 

" It now remains to be seen," said Theobald, 
"if the interested parties will agree as quickly 
and readily as we have done." 

"What do you mean, young maa?" cried 
Monsieur Peroncelli, in a surprised and dissa- 
tisfied tone. "Do you suppose my son to be 
so badly brought up as to have any will but 
mine on the subject? And you — do you not 
stand in the light of a father to Mademoiselle 
Loncini ? " 

"It is exactly for that reason," replied the 
young man quietly, " that I would not force her 
inclinations. Suffer Francisco, my dear sir, to 
return me the visit I have just paid you. He 
will see my sister ; and if they suit each other, I 
can only say it will make me very happy." 

" It shall be so, as such is your wish, young 
man ; but all these preliminaries, to say the least 
of it, appear to me perfectly useless, after all. 
Your sister is pretty and virtuous ; I can also 
say, without vanity, that Francisco is an excellent 
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young man. What more is necessary ? I cam 
doubt they will mutually suit each other." 

Some time afterwards Theobald took leave 
his entertainers, and continued his journey 
Bastia. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



THE YOUNG HEAD OF THE FAMILY. 

n his arrival at Bastia, Theobald found that 
isieur Cafarelli had already taken all neces- 

steps to obtain the removal of his mother's 
ains; he had nothing left to do but to 
py himself with the means of accomplish- 

the melancholy duty imposed by his filial 
y. The steam- vessel which coasts round the 
id regularly every fortnight being at the 
lent employed in the transport of labourers 
i Lucca, Theobald was obliged to hire one for 
purpose. These workpeople pass over annually 
reat numbers, and for moderate wages, to 
e the indolent Corsicans the trouble of tilling 
r fertile land. The mortal remains of Madame 
cirri, removed from their temporary resting- 
3 and enclosed in a double oaken coffin, were 
ed with pious respect in the saloon of the 
el, transformed for the occasion into a chapelle 
nte. A priest, a relation of the Cafarellis, 

had offered his services to the young man, 
;ed with him the service for the dead during 
voyage. The vessel coasted along the shore 
he roadstead " della Padulella," where the 
mbarkation took place; the coffin was then 
sd on a cart drawn by oxen, and conveyed, 
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though not without much trouble, to Piovela, 
where Annunciata had arranged everything for 
receiving her sister-in-law's remains in a worthy 
and becoming manner. The clergy of s the village 
went in procession to meet the corpse ; and the 
numerous friends of the family accompanied it to 
the church, where the mass was celebrated with 
much solemnity. The funeral cortige then pro- 
ceeded through the country to the family vault, 
situate at the foot of a green hill which over- 
shadowed the little mortuary chapel. Theobald, 
the chief mourner, was to all appearance grave 
and composed ; the feelings of his soul, as he 
passed before the house of the Fabianos, the cause 
of the heartrending misfortunes that had befallen 
him, remained a secret between his God and 
himself. 

Annunciata and Clarita also followed "in the 
procession; they were both in deep mourning, 
their faces covered by veils. A most lively expres- 
sion of hatred, pride, and regret, might have been 
seen in the countenance of the former ; the latter 
had nothing but tears and prayers to offer, at the 
recollection of her much-loved mother. Annun- 
ciata had herself taken a part in the preparation 
of the funeral repast, much against her nephew's 
wishes, who greatly disapproved the custom of 
feasting on such an occasion. It was in vain, his 
repugnance had to give way before the arbitrary 
will of his aunt. At length the guests retired, 
and the brother and sister were left alone to 
interchange their impressions and their hopes. 

Some time afterwards, Theobald had the 
pleasure of presenting Francisco Peroncelli to his 
family; all were enchanted by his agreeable 
manners and good sense. Remaining three days 
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at Piocala, lie became a sincere admirer of the 
modest graces, and the many virtues of Clarita, 
and declaring in the warmest manner, the hap- 
piness he should experience in making her his wife, 
he pressed Theobald to solicit his sister/ s consent 
to an engagement, * 

The evening before young Peroncelli's de- 
parture, Theobald wished to have some private 
conversation with his sister. He found her seated 
by the side of her great-grandmother, spinning 
wool and singing at the same time to amuse the 
old lady. 

" Leave your distaff, Clarita," said he, "and 
take a turn in the garden with me. My dear," 
said her brother taking her hand affectionately, 
as soon as they were alone, " what I have to say 
is very serious, and I assure you I feel greatly 
embarrassed by the part of father, which I am 
called on to play." 

"What can it be?" inquired Clarita, almost 
frightened at this beginning; "1 hope you are 
not going to leave us again." 

"No, my dear sister, but I feel very young 
and inexperienced to act as mentor to a girl of 
your age. Listen to me. Annunciata is a being 
altogether unlike the rest of the world. She does 
not feel like you and I, consequently there can 
be no sympathy between you. She can clearly be 
no companion for you, and our good grandmother 
is so aged, we cannot hope to keep her long among 
us. You must then have some natural protector, 
whose duty it will be to conduct and shield you 
through all the dangers of the world — in one word, 
I am thinking of settling you in life. Francesco 
Pironcelli appears to me to be suitable in every 
way; he is a young man of N much merit) o&^taRb. 

K 
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every one thinks and speaks highly; hut I would 
decide on nothing without first asking your opinion 
and consulting your wishes on the subject." 

I know/ 7 said Clarita, with heightened colour, 

that I must obey you in everything, for you 
replace my father, but as you are kind enough to 
consult my wishes, I will ask you to give me 
time for reflection, for my books have taught me 
never to undertake anything of importance, with-* 
out first humbling myself before God, and seeking 
His aid in prayer ." 

"You are right," said her brother; "but as 
Peroncelli leaves us to-morrow, I should wish him 
to take back a decisive answer to his father." He 
then dwelt on all the good qualities of Francisco, 
and pointed out to Clarita all the advantages of the 
proposed union, and left her in an agitation of mind 
easily imagined. Clarita was a very young girl, 
without experience, knowing nothing of the things 
of the world ; but affectionate and pious by nature 
as well as education, she had the most entire con- 
fidence in prayer, and had recourse to it on all 
occasions of difficulty. She prayed long for 
assistance, and only appeared in the sitting-room 
at the hour of the family meal. 

Some hours previous to the departure of young 
Peroncelli, Theobald again sought his sister in 
his grandmother's room, and begged her to inform 
him of her decision. 

" I have no will but yours," said she to him ; 
" dispose of me as you think fit." 

" My dear Clarita," replied her brother, " I do 
entreat of you, forbear that set form of absolute 
submission, in use among the Corsican girls ; and 
tell me candidly, as your best friend, if you con- 
sent willingly to marry Francisco ?" 
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" Yes," replied she, ingenuously ; " because I 
believe him to be good and virtuous, as you have 
assured me." 

" Well then, my dear sister, consider him from 
this day as your affianced husband before God. 
I will hasten to give him your reply." 

At the news of Clarita's consent, Francisco 
was overjoyed, embraced his friend, and thanked 
him from the bottom of his heart for his good 
offices ; he then took leave of all the family, pro- 
mising to do all in his power to hasten the time 
of his return. 

Theobald accompanied his future brother-in- 
law half-way to Vescovato, where the young man 
was only to pass a short time before he embarked 
for the continent. Clarita, silent and thoughtful, 
took her place as usual by the side of her great- 
grandmother. 

" " My child," said the latter, appearing on this 
occasion to collect the full force of her intellectual 
faculties, which she only possessed at rare 
intervals, " the words you have just pronounced 
are a positive engagement; from this day your 
person and reputation are sacred, and as a trust 
confided to your care and good faith, and which 
you are bound to keep intact. Above all things, 
foster your affection for him whom your relations 
have selected, and who one day must occupy, 
after God, the first place in your heart. When 
you are his wife, employ all that Heaven has given 
you of wisdom and attractions to please him, con- 
sole him in trouble and comfort him in fatigues; 
let order reign in every part of your house, govern 
his servants, and contribute by your work and 
economy to the prosperity of his home ; be faithful 
to him, obedient to his wishes, and bx\u% \s^ Vas* 

k 2 
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children in the respect that is due to the head of 
the family. It was thus I endeavoured to act 
with the husband that my parents had given me, 
and it is the conviction of having done my duty 
to the best of my power, that gives me the hope of 
soon rejoining him in heaven." Clarita listened 
to this advice with pious respect, and promised to 
conform herself to it exactly. 

The following day Theobald began seriously to 
occupy himself with his sister's instruction; she was 
a docile and most intelligent pupil, and made such 
rapid progress that he was both surprised and 
charmed. He regulated the hours of her lessons 
and study, as he himself felt the necessity of working 
also on his own account. Often in his leisure time he 
went into the woods, armed with the excellent gun 
presented to him by his aunt, and returned home 
laden with game of every description ; the delight 
of Annunciata then manifested itself by loud ex- 
clamations, for she was proud of her nephew's 
address : on these occasions she relieved him herself 
of his gun and game-bag, and reserving what was 
necessary for the use of the house, she sent the 
rest as presents to her friends and neighbours. 
Time passed quickly with Theobald in these 
peaceful occupations. He often took long walks 
in the fields with Clarita, and this exercise 
strengthened her health. More frequently still, 
the brother and sister bent their steps to the 
resting place of their ancestors, where Theobald 
watered the flowers that grew around the solitary 
chapel, and Clarita wove garlands and crowns to 
place on her mother's tomb; then both knelt 
and prayed in silence for their parents, and 
returned home, their hearts full of salutary 
thoughts. Sometimes Annunciata accompanied 
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them to the little chapel, resting awhile under the 
shade of the cypress and mastich trees, and then 
continuing her way to the mucchio of Pepe Lon- 
cini, she deposited in the hiding-place of the red 
cross a small bag of powder and shot for Burcica, 
the outlaw ; she then rejoined her companions in 
haste. 

Meantime, this vehement young woman could 
not understand what she considered her nephew's 
supineness ; for a long time she thought this appa- 
rent tranquillity of mind concealed some bold pro- 
ject or some happily-contrived plan, and she would 
not allow herself any imprudent question. But 
weeks and months passed away, and her young 
relative continued to enjoy his peaceful existence. 
The notary, who was to have sold his practice to 
Theobald, expressed a wish to continue business 
for some years to come, and the latter appeared 
very well pleased with the arrangement, for he 
enjoyed his happy quiet life, and the unbounded 
affection of his sister ; his unerring rifle was formi- 
dable only to the game on the mountains, his mind 
was only occupied with his studies, and his ima- 
gination teemed with happy plans for the future. 

Little by little the report spread in the village 
that the last of the Loncinis was not so terrible as 
Annunciata had described him, or as the muscular 
appearance of the young man might lead them to 
imagine. 

Giuseppe Fabiano, who had at first shut himself 
up in his house, as in an impregnable fortress, 
took courage, and ventured to walk in the open 
square and shoot in the woods. 

Annunciata was no longer congratulated on the 
presumed courage and physical strength of her 
nephew; indeed, a shade of itCHtfj yjs& \jlqni «eA 
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then perceptible in the conversation of many of 
the neighbours. 

Theobald was perfectly indifferent to all this, 
but to his proud and vindictive aunt these obser- 
vations were so many, darts that pierced her heart. 
She longed to inoculate her nephew's soul with 
the burning thirst for vengeance that consumed 
her own. She would have sacrificed her whole 
existence, could she have filled his place for one 
day, to revenge herself and then die. Disgusted 
with seeing him lead a useful and innocent life, 
she tried at first with much reserve, afterwards 
more openly, to excite his naturally irritable dis- 
position, — in fact, to shame him out of what she 
called his weakness. 

The young man could not remain insensible to 
these indirect attacks, for the blood of a Corsican 
flowed In his veins. He often bounded with rage 
at the recollection of the outrages which, accor- 
ding to Annunciata's language, he had received 
in the- person of his ancestors. But religious 
principle very shortly took the upper hand in his 
generous mind, and each combat became another 
triumph of grace over natural propensities. The 
insinuations of his vindictive aunt soon changed 
to open reproaches, and each day they became 
more and more direct. From this time, a life of 
unspeakable torment and bitterness commenced 
for Theobald. Sometimes, beside himself with the 
violence of this fury, whom he could not avoid, he 
was on the point of silencing her, by making her 
feel the absolute authority of the head of the 
family, whose privileges she was the first to pro- 
claim; at other times he felt fascinated by a 
siren, who so well knew how, and on what occasion, 
to touch the weak points of his impetuous charac- 
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ter, his self-love and honour, and then be shared 
all his aunt's fury and passion. Fearing at these 
times that he might not always have sufficient com- 
mand over himself to resist the hateful and baneful 
feelings she succeeded in exciting, he resolved 
on leaving the paternal roof, and seeking under 
a less scorching sky the courage to remain in- 
nocent; but a glance towards Clarita would 
instantly change this resolution. The angelic 
countenance of his sister, beaming with sweetness 
and charity, exercised over Theobald a power 
which he had no wish to avoid. One word from 
her brought back, as if by enchantment, some of the 
pure calm he had lost ; for in her mind were stowed 
great treasures of piety and love. Indulgence and 
pardon flowed from her as from an inexhaustible 
source. She detested crime, but was without 
hatred of the criminal. 

This excellent girl understood instinctively what 
passed in her brother's mind, and as her exces- 
sive timidity did not allow her to explain herself 
openly, she employed all her good sense and 
tenderness to console his troubles, and to divert 
him from dark thoughts. Walking with him, 
whenever she could, without neglecting Madame 
Loncini, she endeavoured by conversations full of 
gaiety and charm to recall to his mind the instruc- 
tions of the good baroness, and her excellent 
advice. Often directing their steps to the burial 
place of the family, she conversed with him of 
the mother they had lost, and whom they still so 
deeply regretted ,• of the grief which all these vindic- 
tive feelings had caused the poor woman during 
her life ; and warmly extolling the gentleness and 
goodness of this fond mother, she would draw 
her brother into the chapel, saying — " Lefc >a& 
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implore the Lord to grant us the same virtues ; *' 
and when Theobald had conversed for some 
time with Clarita, he became gradually calmer, 
feeling stronger and more master of himself. 
The prayers they offered up together, were to 
him as heavenly dew, refreshing his soul, and 
allaying the devouring fire of his passions, and 
he arose calm and with a serene countenance, 
smiling at his sister, and admiring the beauties of 
nature with her ; in truth, Annunciata, at times, 
appeared to Theobald as the evil genius personi- 
fied, while Clarita really was to him a consoling 
angel. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



THE ROOM IN THE TURRET. 



One evening, after a violent scene between 
the aunt and nephew, Theobald had retired to his 
room in much excitement. Agitated and irreso- 
lute, he sat at his writing-table, resting his head 
between his hands, his mind so disturbed that he 
scarcely knew whether Annunciate or himself 
best understood the laws of real honour. At 
length, when he lifted up his head, his eyes were 
dry! his forehead burning, and he presented a 
melancholy example of the baneful effects of vin- 
dictive passions. Was not this young man in 
possession of numberless blessings showered upon 
him by the Almighty, and yet was it possible for 
him to be happy ? Could he enjoy any of them 
under the influence of his aunt's evil suggestions ? 
Do we not all know that without peace the best 
of earthly blessings lose their value ? Poor 
Theobald, he felt this truth most bitterly, and 
sighing, " Alas ! " said he, " how happy should I 
be but for my aunt's mistaken idea of honour. 
God ! give me strength to resist — to remain 
pure of human blood/' 

His eyes at this moment fell on the New Tes- 
tament which he had given his sister, and^bick 
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-was open at the following passage of St. Paul's to 
the Romans : — 

" Render to no man evil for evil. Take heed 
to do good, not only before God, but also before 
men. Live peaceably with all men. Avenge not 
yourselves, for vengeance is mine, I will repay, 
saith the Lord." 

These words of the apostle, and the manner in 
which he had found them, produced a lively im- 
pression on his mind. "What hand but Clarita's 
could have placed them on his table, and within 
his view ? 

' " Then she must have read in my heart — she 
understands all I suffer," said Theobald inwardly. 
"This apparently simple child shares all my 
feelings. Her thoughts and mine are the same. 
And why should there not be other people here 
who feel as she does — men of sense and good 
principle, who have not adopted the terrible pre- 
judices of Annunciata, who would believe in 
my courage without giving them proof of it by 
becoming a murderer ? Oh, my gentle sister, 
how I love thee for thy modest virtues ! — how I 
thank thee for thy kind sympathy ! " 

The thought that another heart shared his 
trouble — that another reasonable creature ap- 
proved his resistance — comforted and soothed 
him. He made his nightly prayer with much 
fervour, and renewed his positive determination 
to remain innocent of human blood. The 
following morning, at sunrise, the young man 
was awoke by the singing of the birds at his 
casement. He jumped up, and, opening the 
windows, he inhaled with delight the soft morning 
air, still impregnated with the fragrant dew which 
imparts to the flowers all their freshness, and 
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revivifies them after being withered by the heat 
of the preceding day. He looked vaguely over 
the now deserted square, and from thence to the 
thicket, which covered the hill and part of the 
plain. The latter was already perfumed with the 
odour ofmyrtle-flowers, which were just beginning 
to open, and was diversified by small clusters of 
chestnut-trees, covered with rich foliage, which 
rose majestically here and -there. All this abund- 
ance of flowers and verdure resembled an immense 
English garden, or rather a park, that surrounded 
and encircled the village. While the young man 
was admiring this enchanting scene, he fancied 
he saw two human forms moving on the top of 
the hill which led to the Red Cross. Theobald 
seized his telescope, and, fixing his attention on 
this point of the horizon, he distinctly perceived 
a man and woman gesticulating vehemently, as 
if animated by a most lively discussion. They 
continued to converse for a quarter of an hour ; 
then they separated, and each descended the hill 
in an opposite direction. The man plunged into 
the thicket. The female figure, on the contrary, 
continued her way to the village, and, light of 
foot as a fawn, ah^ soon passed the narrow alley 
covered with briars that leads directly to it. The 
morning breeze played with her mezzaro of black 
lace, making it flutter around her neck and figure, 
while her small feet touched the tufts of heath so 
lightly that they scarcely seemed to bend under 
their weight. 

''Prom whence can Annunciata come at this 
early hour ? " said Theobald, who recognized his 
aunt as she approached the house; and, while 
putting this question to himself, he shut the win- 
dow and sat down to the table. Bvvt \\a ^*& 
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scarcely seated before some one knocked loudly 
at his door, and Annunciata, with her eyes fiercely 
glaring, her bosom heaving, her forehead stream- 
ing with perspiration, presented herself to his 
view, mad with savage joy. 

" Take your arms ! take your arms, Theobald ! 
the moment is now come in which you can prove 
you are a man. Seize your gun, and this pistol as 
well — that belonged to your father — and convince 
me that you can- reach other game than defenceless 
hares." 

"Is the island suddenly attacked by the 
enemies of the state?" coldly demanded her 
nephew, crossing his arms over his chest. " In 
that case I am ready ; otherwise, I do not under- 
stand you." 

" Do not let us lose time in useless discourse," 
cried Annunciata, with a tone and gesture of 
authority. " I have just met Burcica, as I was 
taking powder and shot for him to the red cross. 
€ Signora/ said he, in a joyful tone ; ' I was going 
to meet you at this very time, for I have just 
found a certain way of serving you. Send your 
nephew to me immediately, and take care no one 
sees him leave' the village. I will wait for him 
at the waterfall, and he will then know what I 
am worth/ " 

" I will have nothing to do with your outlaw," 
replied the young man, "and do not seek his 
society, and am glad of this opportunity of telling 
you how I disapprove of your keeping up any 
acquaintance with him, especially on subjects that 
do not please me." 

" You do not know what you say," said she, 
shrugging her shoulders contemptuously. " Listen 
to me, and learn that Fabiano hunted all day 
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yesterday in the wood, and Burcica knows from 
good authority that he will shoot there again to- 
day." 

" Well, and what is that to me ? " interrupted 
Theobald with impatience. " I have neither the 
power nor the wish of preventing any one, who- 
ever it may be, from shooting in the wood." 

" Listen to me," pursued the fury, stamping on 
the ground; "the moments are precious, more 
precious than you suppose. In the mountain 
there exists a deep grotto, where Giuseppe Fabi- 
ano — your father's assassin, understand me well — 
where Giuseppe Fabiano is accustomed to take 
his siesta, when he passes the day shooting. He 
believes himself in perfect security, for the en- 
trance to the grotto is concealed by the gnarled 
branches of an old oak, and is invisible to the 
eye ; but Burcica, who explores the thicket in every 
direction, has just discovered this hiding-place, 
and what is more, another outlet more secret still 
which leads to the same grotto, and by which you 
could easily surprise your enemy during his sleep. 
I undertake all the rest ; but go, go instantly, 
I entreat you. Burcica awaits you, and I answer 
for his fidelity as for myself. He is altogether 
devoted to us." 

" My aunt," said Theobald, weighing his words, 
and making the greatest efforts to speak calmly ; 
" I would not willingly be wanting in the respect 
I owe you, my father's sister, but in his revered 
name, I now and for ever declare to you that I 
only intend to revenge his memory by irreproach- 
able conduct, open to all the world, and I implore 
of you to let me live quietly for the future." 

" And it is in the name of your father," cried 
Annunciata, with fury; "that I also declare in 
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my turn that I would rather see you dead than 
dishonoured, and I will not cease to pursue you 
with my indignation, until I find in you the courage 
of a Loncini." 

" In this case, either you or I must quit this 
house/' said the young man, exasperated. 

"You are the master," replied Annunciata, 
with apparent calm ; " but before you drive me 
from the home of my fathers, which I have 
preserved intact for you, grant me one request, 
and follow me to the turret, of which I alone 
possess the key." 

"Forgive the rudeness of which I have been 
guilty," cried Theobald, already full of repentance 
for his rash words, on seeing a tear glisten on the 
eyelid of his aunt; "you must know that the 
words did not proceed from my heart." 

" Come, Theobald," said she in a grave and 
solemn voice. 

They silently ascended the narrow and crooked 
staircase which led to the turret, and Annunciate 
turning the key in an old, worm-eaten door, in- 
troduced the young man into a dark, circular 
chamber, of which she hastened to open the win- 
dow. Not a single piece of furniture decorated 
this room, but round the walls painted in fresco, 
were placed at regular intervals, high stands of 
wood supporting dusty garments of every descrip- 
tion. 

" My nephew," said Annunciata in a sepulchral 
tone ; " do you see this mantle of Corsican cloth, 
on which the dust and lapse of ages have been 
unable to efface this stain of blood ? — It belonged 
to your ancestor Pepe Loncini, whose burial-place 
is close to the red cross. He was the first of our 
family who fell under the blows of a Fabiano, and 
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the cause of the murder has never been known. 
His blood was revenged by his nephew Paolo 
Loncini, for Pepe had only left an infant daughter, 
whom Paolo married later. This shirt and waist- 
coat belonged to the son of Paolo, traitorously 
assassinated by a certain Luigi Fabiano, and 
revenged by the head of our family. On this 
stand, behold the garments of three of our great 
uncles killed in that famous combat, which cost 
the Fabianos five vigorous men, all in the prime 
of life ; their blood had already been avenged on 
the field of battle ; but that of my grandfather was 
so still more gloriously by his two sons Alfonso 
and Tiburcio. And now, last of all, do you re- 
cognize this pair of grey trowsers, this riding-coat, 
on which the trace of blood appears so recent, and 
is still visible? This is your father's blood, 
Theobald, the only one of the family who awaits 
the vengeance to which he is entitled." 

" Oh ! my father, my dear father," cried the 
young man, greatly affected at sight of the gar- 
ment he only knew too well, and large tears of 
filial piety fell on the bloody marks. 

" Your tears cannot wash out that stain," said 
Annunciata, watching her nephew's discomposure 
with the joy of a tigress. " Blood alone can efface 
blood." 

But he heard her not; kneeling before these 
gloomy relics, the same that had been displayed 
at the assizes, he appeared to see his father once 
more, as on the last occasion; at one moment 
robust and full of health, and then, extended on 
the earth pale and disfigured, and this terrible 
recollection filled him with anguish. He remained 
for several minutes absorbed in the deepest grief, 
forgetting the whole universe ; at length a burning 
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hand was placed on his shoulder. He raised his 
head ; his aunt was before him, her arms crossed 
over her bosom, her veil thrown back, leaving 
her energetic countenance uncovered, and never 
had the resemblance appeared so perfect, her 
expression recalling the features of his father 
Antonio Loncini. 

Theobald was struck by the likeness, which had 
never appeared so exact as at that moment. 

" The honour of the family is in your hands," 
said she in a stern but gloomy voice. 

The young man shuddered, and arose slowly. 

" Burcica awaits you ; will you not join him, 
Theobald ? " continued the tempter. " Will you 
not revenge your father's murder ? " 

He reflected a moment. "No," murmured he, 
at length, so low she scarcely heard him. 

"No," repeated the voice of the haughty 
woman. "Do you dare to refuse?" and her 
majestic figure appeared to raise itself still higher, 
while her eyes gleamed with a terrible expression. 

" Then," she exclaimed with impetuosity, " in 
the name of our murdered ancestors, listen to 
these words : Theobald Loncini, you are a 
coward ! " and thrusting him hastily out of the 
chamber, she locked herself in. 

" May you have cause to repent the insult you 
have just thrown in my face I " cried Theobald, 
shaking the door furiously, for his whole being 
revolted at this outrage. Leaning with all her 
strength against it, Annunciata doubled the 
resistance of the worm-eaten wood, for she justly 
feared that a blow would have broken it down. 
However, she almost immediately heard her 
nephew's footsteps on the staircase, and the 
now trembling woman breathed more freely ; she 
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listened for some time at the lock of the door, 
and heard Theobald enter his room, then 
leave it; instantly changing her position, she 
rushed to the window, and perceived him going 
towards the thicket with his gun on his shoulder. 
The heart of the proud and revengeful woman 
then beat with such vehemence that it appeared 
ready to burst from her bosom; her eyes brightened 
with savage joy, as she anxiously watched the 
course of Theobald towards the country, and when 
she was quite satisfied that he was taking the 
road to the Red Cross, she allowed a cry of 
triumph to escape her, and quickly descended 
from the turret. In the hope of success, Annun- 
ciata's plan had been laid beforehand, in order to 
avert all suspicion, and even to enable her nephew 
to prove an alibi, if necessary. By the order of 
Mademoiselle Loncini, a servant, was despatched 
instantly to fetch different remedies from the 
neighbouring apothecary, and another was sent to 
request the immediate attendance of the physician, 
telling him that the case was very urgent, An- 
nunciata being well aware that this gentleman 
was himself very ill, and unable to stir. 

Thanks to all these artifices, the report of 
Theobald's severe indisposition soon spread 
through the whole village. Clarita was informed 
of it on leaving church after the early service, and 
she immediately hastened to her brother's room, 
but Annunciata stopped her on the threshold. 

" May I not see my brother t" asked the young 
girl. 

" No, not at present, Clarita — he is asleep/' re- 
plied her aunt. 

"I trust, at least, that Theobald is in no 
danger." 

L 
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"No — I hope not," stammered Annunciate, 
embarrassed by these simple words. " Go, rejoin 
our good mother. I will call you when he is able 
to see you." 

" I hope it will be soon," replied Clarita, obey- 
ing with sadness. 

Annunciata, when alone, felt an involuntary 
feeling of melancholy take possession of her heart. 
So long as she had been obliged to act and exert 
herself in order to spread the false report of her 
nephew's illness, she had been sensible of nothing 
but the joy of her triumph. Now, however, that 
calm reflection had replaced action, a kind of 
terror accompanied thought. This beautiful 
woman was passionate, proud, and vindictive; 
but she loved all those belonging to her with the 
greatest tenderness. A Christian education would 
have made this haughty spirit a woman in the 
true sense of the word, for Annunciata possessed 
great and noble qualities ; but prejudice and ig- 
norance had turned them to the service of her 
violent passions. She had an almost maternal 
affection for Theobald; but, as she had declared 
to him, she literally would have preferred seeing 
him dead rather than dishonoured. This senti- 
ment would have been sublime, if what Annun- 
ciata called honour had been anything but the 
deformed shadow of that noble and exalted virtue. 
This feeling, inspired by real piety, would have 
recalled the fine words of Queen Blanche to her 
son Louis IX. (surnamed the saint) ; but, dictated 
as they were, in this case, by a barbarous prejudice, 
it became nothing but the expression of a savage 
hatred. 

Annunciata firmly believed that Theobald had 
gone in pursuit of his father's assassin; but as 
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the hours passed, and he did not return, she 
became less hopeful — less sure of the success of 
her enterprise. Giuseppe, the only one of the 
Fabianos who resided in the village, and the one 
whom she most cordially hated, was known to be 
a most artful, as well as courageous man. 

" Who can tell/' said she to herself, " if Bur- 
cica's plans were as well laid as he believed them 
to be ? Besides, who can answer for unforeseen 
circumstances? And Theobald is the last of the 
Loncinis, the only hope of our family " 

She began to fear that she had rashly exposed 
his life, and these thoughts tortured her heart. 

" Oh, why am I not a man/' cried she, " that I 
might have accompanied him, and defended him 
at the peril of my life !" 

At length she was unable to endure the weight 
of her grief alone, and went in search of her 
niece. She found the young girl half sad, half 
joyous. 

" Is Theobald awake ? " said she, entering the 
room and gazing round for him. 

" Listen to me," replied Annunciata, pressing 
a burning kiss on her pure calm forehead, — " Your 
brother has never been ill, but he does not run 
the less danger for that, for he is in the thicket 
in pursuit of Fabiano. Do you understand, 
child?" 

" Great heavens ! what do you say ?" cried 
Clarita, growing pale. st My brother — my noble 
brother — in pursuit of Fabiano ! Oh no, it is 
impossible ! " 

" Silence," exclaimed Annunciata. " Every 
one must believe him seriously ill — his very life 
depends upon it. Go and pray for him. Recite 
the 'litanies of the Blessed Virgin — vssi^sst^ V«t 

l 2 
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intercession. You, poor child, are so good, so 
pure — your prayers must be heard. J 

" Let us pray together, dear aunt.' 

They then both knelt before the image of the 
Holy Virgin, which stood in one of the recesses 
of the room. 

Clarita, raising her tearful eyes to heaven, cried 
with all humility : " Thou wilt not abandon him. 
Mother of orphans, consoler of the afflicted; 
thou wilt not permit my cherished brother, so 
noble and pure, to offend the Most High, by 
steeping his hands in the blood of a creature 
made in the image of Jesus Christ. Thou wilt 
not suffer him, either, to fall under the blows of 
an assassin. Have pity on me, Divine Mother; 
intercede and pray for me, for I have neither 
father nor mother, and Theobald is all that 
remains to me on earth." 

And while uttering this simple prayer, Clarita's 
tears fell less rapidly. It appeared to her that 
the Almighty stretched forth a protecting hand 
to shield her much-loved brother. 

Annunciates prayer was far different. 

" Grant, Lord/' cried she, "that his aim may 
be more rapid than the lightning, and more ter- 
rible than the thunderbolt ! Let him overthrow 
his enemies, and trample on them ! Let him 
grind them to powder; and may our name 
become celebrated during the lapse of ages ! " 

This prayer brought no relief to Annunciata's 
perverted mind, for God rejects all that is coo- 
tranrtocharitr. She soon arose, therefore, without 
hope, and without consolation : and taking hasty 
strides in the apartment* she wa tc hed her niece 
with a feeling of jealous impatience : die ytxxng 
girt was still on her knees* bat her pkn 
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expressed nothing now save a soft sadness, tem- 
pered with resignation and hope. 

"How happy she appears," said her aunt in- 
wardly, " how I desire to resemble her, for my 
mind is torn by most direful forebodings!" 

Suddenly perceiving the telescope, which Theo- 
bald had left on his table, she seized it, ascended 
to the highest part of the house, and endeavoured 
to satisfy herself that nothing extraordinary 
was passing in the country; but she looked in 
vain, listened, and looked again. The sun shone 
as in the finest, most serene days; the mono- 
tonous song of the grasshopper alone disturbed 
the silence of the woods. This terrible day, every 
moment of which increased her anguish, wore 
away at last; the sun slowly disappeared behind 
the hill, leaving a train of red clouds tipped with 
gold, the certain forerunner of a beautiful mor- 
row; the moon, rising majestically, penetrated the 
glades between the trees, and its mild rays sent 
beams of light into the depth of the thicket ; all 
nature was silent, the birds slept on the branches, 
and Theobald was still absent. Annunciata now 
could find no rest, her anxieties overwhelmed her, 
all her strength of mind suddenly forsook her, 
for she only expected to see him brought home 
dead, like her brother Antonio. This courageous 
woman began to feel what fear is. " Holy mother 
of our Lord, if thou wilt send him home safe, I 
promise to go barefooted to Notre Dame de Bas- 
telica," cried she in her anguish. 

Incapable of waiting longer, or remaining, she 
called Clarita, and they set out together in search 
of Theobald ; but they had scarcely proceeded a 
few steps beyond their own property than they m§t 
him, returning home breathless, walking to$J&. 
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difficulty, bis clothes coTered with dust, his hair 
disordered, and fan left hand wrapped in a blood- 
stained handkerchief. 

" Great heaven ! What has happened ?" ex- 
claimed fan sister. 

" Nothing of modi consequence," replied Theo- 
bald, in a weak Toice; "only I think I have the 
ague." Annnndata took bis hand, and found it 
was burning with fever. 

" You must immediately go to bed," said she, 
without daring to ask any questions. 

The party of three then entered the house 
without having been seen by any one. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



t 
MAGNANIMITY. 



When Theobald left home in the morning, 
exasperated by the outrage he had received from 
his aunt, he had no other object than breathing 
the open air, and cooling the fit of passion which 
agitated his whole being. It was mechanically 
and by habit that he took his gun, and turned 
into the path leading to the burial-place of his 
family, and from thence to the Red Cross. He 
had scarcely walked an hundred steps before the 
recollection of his violence filled him with shame 
and confusion. 

" Shall I always be the slave of. my passion ?" 
said he; "how could I act in so unseemly a 
manned towards a woman, and one so devoted, in 
fact, more ignorant than guilty, my father's sister, 
whom, after all, I am bound to respect. When 
shall I be able to master my feelings ? But then, 
O my God, to what terrible trials I am subjected ! 
Unfortunate being that I am, my own aunt ac- 
cuses me of cowardice ; and without failing in my 
religious belief, I cannot clear myself in her eyes 
from this cruel injury. Oh ! why may I not die 
gloriously for my faith, or fight hand to hand with 
the assassins of my race ; neither their number nor 
their skill would deter me ; but to be unable to 
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defy them without wounding my conscience, to 
hear myself branded as a coward, and appear to 
deserve the affront, oh, it is a torture above my 
power to endure, unless Thou wilt aid me to sup- 
port it, O my God. Yes," continued he after 
a pause, " may I live dishonoured in the eyes of 
my countrymen, if it must be so; but let me 
remain pure in the sight of heaven." 

In pronouncing these words he reached the 
burial-place, there his fervent and pious prayers 
became still more ardent ; and when he left the 
chapel he struck into a road entirely opposed to 
that leading to the waterfall, where Burcica was 
waiting for him. After having walked a long time 
at random, through rocks and briars, he felt tired, 
and sat down to rest at the foot of a spreading 
arbutus. At the same moment the report of 
a gun was heard, several shot passed through 
his clothes, and two entered his left hand. Irri- 
tated by this attack and the sight of his blood, 
Theobald, without considering that so small a 
charge could scarcely have been intended for him; 
darted off in pursuit of the imprudent sportsman ; 
whom he instantly recognized, for it was no other 
than Giuseppe Fabiano, whose deceitful and 
savage countennace had remained deeply im- 
pressed on our hero's mind ever since he had 
seen him at the assize court. At the unexpected 
sight of Theobald, the man threw away his 
unloaded gun and seized the pistol he always 
carried in his belt, but whether fear or surprise 
prevented him taking good aim, or that his 
adversary sprang aside, he missed, the ball 
struck and sunk in the trunk of a tree; and 
Fabiano finding himself entirely defenceless and 
in the power of his enemy, instantly turned and 
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sought safety in flight ; but had scarcely proceeded 
many yards, when his foot catching in some 
brambles, he fell heavily to the ground in the 
midst of the thorny bushes, and before he had 
time to extricate himself Theobald had come up 
with him. A violent temptation, such as God 
alone gives us power to resist, now took possession 
of the young man ; he beheld his father's murderer 
at his feet, the enemy of his race lay extended 
before him, the same who had just made an 
attempt on his own life. Besides, did he not find 
himself in a state of legitimate defence ? By a 
movement as quick as thought he took aim at his 
adversary — but by another, more rapid still, he 
raised the barrel of his gun, and disdaining so 
easy a vengeance, which appeared little short of 
murder, he hastened quickly from the spot to 
escape another temptation. 

Theobald walked long without object, without 
plan, until at length fatigue obliged him to 
take repose. His heart beat violently, there 
was a humming noise in his ears, confused me- 
mories crowded his brain; he remembered but 
one circumstance distinctly, and that stood out in 
characters of fire — that he had been on the point 
of killing an unarmed and defenceless man, and 
he thanked God fervently that he had not stained 
his hand in human blood. A burning thirst tor- 
mented him, he drank copiously at an icy-cold 
spring, and then endeavoured to find his way 
back to the village. Night came on before he 
succeeded, and with great trouble he reached 
home. A deadly coldness had suddenly seized 
him, to which a burning fever succeeded, and he 
could scarcely support himself when he met his 
aunt and sister. They both passed iba \iv^\& Vs^ 
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his bedside, for his state was really alarming; bis 
head burning, his breathing oppressed, and strange 
words escaping in his delirium ; the name of Fabi- 
ano, and the words murderer and assassin were 
constantly on his lips. Clarita was greatly alarmed, 
and prayed by her brother's side. Toward* 
morning the fever abated, and the sick man 
recovered his senses. During a temporary absence 
of Annunciata, Clarita, fearing everything from 
her brother's incoherent discourse, entreated him 
to relate the events of the preceding day. He 
complied with her wishes, and concealed nothing, 
either of his meeting with Fabiano or his feelings 
on the occasion. 

" Oh, my poor brother, how much you have 
suffered/' cried the young girl, " but at the same 
time how acceptable to the Almighty must be the 
victory you have so nobly gained over yourself 
and of what graces will it be the source ?" 

A cry of indignation and rage burst from the 
doorway, — it proceeded from Annunciata, whQi 
having returned unperceived, had heard the whole 
of Theobald's recital, and his sister's reply. The 
thought that so good an opportunity had been lost, 
and the still more painful conviction of the utter 
hopelessness of ever obtaining what she so ardently 
desired from her nephew, excited her to fury. 
She was about to overwhelm him with reproaches, 
though in her secret soul she could not forbear 
admiring his noble conduct ; but the state to which 
he was now reduced, obliged her to contain her- 
self, and she accordingly went out of doors in 
order freely to indulge her grief and disappoint- 
ment. Several neighbours had call ed.to inquire after 
Theobald, Mademoiselle Loncini, in giving them 
tfhe necessary information, could not avoid showing 
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the disappointment and regret she so deeply felt. 
A few words of discontent, some half-confidences, 
which escaped in her bad humour, were mali- 
ciously interpreted. The story told by Fabiano, 
and repeated by his friends, contributed still more 
to throw a shade of suspicion on Theobald's 
conduct ; and it soon circulated in the village that 
the last of the Loncinis had not inherited the 
courage of his forefathers. Fabiano did not possess 
sufficient nobility of mind to publish his enemy's 
magnanimity ; perhaps, indeed, he could not under* 
stand the feeling, and he only thanked his stars 
for haying preserved his life in a meeting with 
him. For several weeks Theobald's state caused 
his family serious alarm * Clarita would not leave 
him night or day, exhorting him to patience, 
paying him most unremitting attention, and 
lavishing on him the tenderest cares. At 
length youth and a strong constitution triumphed 
over the severity of the attack, and a happy 
change took place ; our hero's strength returned 
by slow degrees, and in a short time he was able 
to leave his bed. The summer was now drawing 
to a close, the sun had lost its extreme ardour, 
and autumn, charged with fruits, presented its 
choice offerings. Theobald, free from anxiety, 
and perfectly happy, enjoyed the return of 
health to the utmost. Leaning on his sister's 
arm, he had made several turns in the garden ; 
the hues of health began to reappear on his sunken 
cheeks, and he had already talked of the necessity 
of recommencing the studies which had been so 
unfortunately stopped by his illness, so that Fran- 
cisco might find her still more interesting on his 
return. 
One morning that he had awoke mote caixsw 
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and happy than usual, he perceived Clarita kneel- 
ing at the foot of the Madonna, her eyes raised 
.to heaven and tyathed with tears. 

"What is the matter, my beloved sister ?" 
asked Theobald with anxiety. 

The young girl arose, embraced her brother, 
and forcing a smile, replied, — 

" Nothing. I could have no real grief now, 
for I am so happy to see you in better health." 

" And I — I insist on knowing all that interests 
you, Clarita." 

" You shall know nothing," said she, endeavour- 
ing to assume a playful tone ; but there were tears 
in her voice. 

" And why not tell him ? " interposed Annun- 
ciata, with bitterness, for she had just entered the 
room. " Must he not sooner or later know our 
shame ? " 

Clarita cast an imploring look at her aunt, but 
the inflexible, hard-hearted creature, drawing 
from her bosom an unsealed letter, — 

"Read that," said she to her nephew, "and 
then tell me if I am peculiar in my feelings, or 
have such extraordinary ideas, as you have often 
reproached me with." 

Theobald took the paper and read as follows: — 



"Mademoiselle, — I highly esteem your cha- 
racter, and your niece suited us in every way; 
but never shall son of mine enter a family whose 
chief is suspected of cowardice. Believe me, 
mademoiselle, that it is with extreme regret I feel 
myself obliged to withdraw my promise, and that 
nothing but so powerful a motive could induce 
me to renounce an alliance which insured my own 
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interests, as well as the happiness of a beloved 
son. 

" I have the honour to remain, 

" Your faithful servant, 

" Peboncelli." 

Theobald read over this fatal letter twice, as if 
to find a less unfavourable meaning. What passed 
in his mind would be impossible to describe. His 
natural pride, his attachment to Clarita, his mind 
and heart, all suffered at the same time. How* 
ever, as long as Annunciata remained in the room, 
watching the effect of the letter on his countenance 
with a look of rage and contempt, he had suffi- 
cient command over himself to affect a calm very 
far from his real feelings. 

But when the two women had left the room, 
and he could freely give vent to his feelings, 
he groaned, rolled on his bed, and sobbed like 
a child. To feel young, robust, full of energy and 
courage, and to be accused of cowardice for having 
gained a most difficult victory over his passions ; 
to lose by magnanimity of conduct, and for a 
scruple of conscience, all that was dearest to him 
on earth, his own reputation and the hope of 
settling his beloved sister, — in truth, it was a 
terrible situation. If he could but defy Giuseppe, 
and then instantly demand satisfaction for the 
deep injury he had just received from Peroncelli, 
with what ardour would he seize his arms, even 
were he certain of losing his life in avenging his 
offended honour! But the same divine laws 
which had withheld him hitherto, were always the 
same, inflexible in their charity and peace; and 
he wept like a child. Poor Theobald ! he wept 
that he could only shed tears instead of blood. 
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"Oh, my beloved Clarita," cried he in his 
despair, " I swore to my dying mother to be & 
father to you, and far froih contributing to your 
happiness, I am the sole obstacle to it. Without 
me, without the fatality that pursues me, you 
would have become the happy wife of Francisco, 
of that excellent young man, whose virtuous prin- 
ciples and amiable qualities suited so well with 
the modesty and gentleness of your disposition, of 
that young man, who in your angelic candour, 
you loved already, no doubt, and whom you must 
now renounce for ever." 

But while he lamented in this manner, a noble 
idea suddenly crossed his mind, joy sparkled 
through his tears, like a ray of sunshine after a 
storm ; he had just found a legitimate way of 
establishing his reputation, and of repairing the 
involuntary wrong he had done his sister. This 
thought, for which he thanked Heaven, looking 
upon it as a divine inspiration, was a balm to his 
wounds, a refreshing cordial to his soul ; it dried 
his tears, coloured his pale cheeks, made the blood 
circulate more freely in his veins : he welcomed 
it with that youthful confidence which rarely 
doubts of success, or to say better, with that 
lively faith that can remove mountains. It was 
necessary for him to establish a reputation for 
bravery, on such a firm and solid foundation 
that no man could doubt or hesitate to believe 
well merited ; he would accordingly embrace the 
military profession, as eminently calculated to 
furnish opportunities for the display of courage, 
— he would become a soldier, for he had passed 
the age for admission to a military college; 
besides his ambition was not to become anything 
great, but to distinguish himself as soon as 
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possible in the eyes of every one. Much con- 
stancy and courage would be necessary, but 
neither would be wanting; favourable opportu- 
nities were also indispensable, but heaven would 
assist him and create them ; for it is above all in 
God that he places his trust, and his confidence 
will never.be deceived. A light tap at the door 
of his room now interrupted his reveries. 

" May I come in ? " asked a soft voice. 

He rose to open the door, and Clarita entered, 
calm and smiling. 

" How happy I am to see you at length quite 
recovered ! " said she,, remarking the crimson tint 
that now covered his cheeks ; " we will recom- 
mence our studies, our evening walks. You can- 
not imagine what charms these occupations have 
for me. Let us pass our lives in this manner, 
Theobald. Why would you marry me so soon, 
and separate me from you whom I love so dearly ? 
Are we not happy together? It is so sweet to 
understand each other, to excite each other to 
virtue, to have but one heart and one mind. As 
the Peroncellis have given me up, I will not lis- 
ten to any other proposal of marriage. Is it then 
necessary for me to marry ? How many thousand 
holy women renounce marriage for the love of 
God ! Can I not live with you as Annunciata 
did with our father? and when you marry, your 
wife will be a sister and another friend for me. I 
will take care of your little children, and I shall 
be so happy ? " 

" My dear Clarita," said Theobald, kissing her 
on the forehead ; " let us form no more plans of 
happiness. God alone disposes of our destiny. 
Pray for me, and for yourself, too, poor young 
girl. Pray and hope, let what will ha\>\ien " 
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Having said thus much, and fearful of letting 
his secret escape, he went out of doors. During 
a whole fortnight the young man considered the 
best means for carrying out the project he had 
adopted. With his usual prudence, he maturely 
weighed all his chances of success, well resolved to 
neglect none of them, and acting after the wise 
maxim, — " Help yourself, and Heaven will come 
to your aid." — Aide-toi, et Dieu t'aidera. He 

wrote to the Baroness D , and to his friend the 

Abbe Duhamel, telling them frankly all that had 
happened to him since his arrival in Corsica. 

Their replies soon followed. Both gave him 
excellent advice, useful instructions, and several 
letters of recommendation for different officers 
serving in the African army. During this fort- 
night, Theobald was more than usually respectful 
to his great-grandmother, more tender towards 
Clarita. He carefully avoided all dispute with his 
aunt, and did not return to the woods, being 
fearful of some disagreeable meeting. 

We will ask our reader to dwell for a moment 
on what must have been our hero's feelings during 
this fortnight. We have endeavoured to show the 
joy and delight he experienced on returning to 
his native island, also the excellent sentiments by 
which he was actuated ; we have also seen how 
very little peace and quiet he was allowed to 
enjoy in his home, and we shall now see that his 
prospects in life were completely changed, that he 
had to forsake his home and family, and all this 
unhappiness was caused by the hateful passions of 
a woman acting on a barbarous prejudice peculiar 
to Corsica. The day before that fixed for his 
departure, Theobald bid a long and melancholy 
adieu to the family burial-place, asked the blessing 
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of old Madame Loncini at a moment when he was 
alone with her, embraced his sister and aunt, and 
rising very early the following morning he found 
a peasant who agreed to attend him, to bring 
back his horse. 

He then threw himself into the saddle, gave a 
last lingering look on all he was leaving, perhaps 
for ever ; sighed deeply as he thought of Clarita's 
grief at his sudden departure, and then took the 
high road to Ajaccio, where he waited the passing 
of the diligence. Clarita, on her return from 
church, was about to seat herself as usual at work, 
when she perceived a letter addressed to her, and 
placed conspicuously on her table. She opened 
it instantly, the writing being familiar to her. It 
contained these words : — 

€i Happiness, it appears, is not of this world, or 
we should perhaps purchase it by great sacrifices. 
I expected to find it in my family and with you, 
my gentle, excellent sister ; but, as I have been so 
often told, I had forgotten my country : to remain 
with you, I must either become criminal or live 
dishonoured ; both are equally impossible to me. 
Tell Annunciata she will not see me again until 
I have proved that the inheritance of the Loncinis 
has descended to me intact, and that their ancient 
and acknowledged bravery has not degenerated in 
my person. I implore her to watch over you, 
my dearly-loved sister, as a mother over her 
cherished daughter, and that she will continue to 
take charge of the affairs of our house with that 
devotion and marvellous aptitude she has already 
shown. As to you, my dearest sister, continue 
your care of our good old mother, accomplish your 
noble task, and if my departure causes you to 
shed tears, seek help at the source oC all couafe- 
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lation. There can be no very bitter grief for a 
mind so pious and so resigned as yours. A day 
will come, I fondly hope, when we shall both have 
cause to rejoice in the results of our temporary 
separation ; but if the hope proves fallacious, and 
we do not meet again in this world, remember 
there is an abode of delight and happiness where 
we shall be reunited for ever, — my dearest sister, 
we shall meet, in Heaven ! " 
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PART THE THIRD. 



CHAPTER I. 



CONTRASTS. 



Loncini took the road to Ajaccio, in the hope 
of finding a ship in the harbour which would take 
him direct to the coast of Africa, besides he was 
not sorry to avoid Bastia, and the remarks of 
Monsieur Cafarelli. He passed two days in the 
capital of Corsica, which contains a population 
of only 8,000 inhabitants, and has no commercial 
resources. He visited the museum, the house in 
which the great Napoleon was born, and also the 
fine nursery gardens for which Ajaccio is justly 
celebrated. He admired the elegance and modern 
regularity of the buildings, the good taste of the 
edifices, the parallel streets, and, above all, the 
magnificent gulf on the borders of which the 
town is built. Theobald could not immediately 
find a vessel bound for Algiers, and was therefore 
obliged to embark in one plying from Ajaccio to 
Marseilles, and from the latter city he set sail for 
Africa. Our hero had seen in the "Bastia Journal/' 
some time previously, the promotion of Com- 
mandant de Belmont to Lieut.-Colonel of the 
49th regiment of the line, actually serving in 

m 2 
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Algeria. Our readers will remember that this 
officer was father of the little boy whom Theo- 
bald had saved from drowning, when he fell over- 
board from the steam-vessel Le Liamone ; and this 
circumstance determined his choice. He had no 
doubt of obtaining the kind interest and protec- 
tion of Monsieur de Belmont, and his hopes were 
not deceived. The lieutenant-colonel esteemed 
himself very happy in being able to serve the 
preserver of his son, and neglected no oppor- 
tunity of showing his gratitude. Besides, Theobald, 
who had brought excellent letters of recommen- 
dation to different persons in the regiment, had 
much to recommend him. He was brave, intel- 
ligent, full of ardour and good will, far better 
instructed than the majority of officers ; he pos- 
sessed, in fact, every possible chance of success 
and promotion. 

Scarcely had he entered on his new career than 
he felt a decided taste for his profession ; but he 
did not lose his religious principles, and accom- 
plished the duties they imposed without ostenta- 
tion. The first time his comrades saw him kneel 
at his devotions, several very unpleasant jokes 
assailed him ; but his piety had already triumphed 
over too serious perils to be overcome by foolish 
bantering. He only replied by a disdainful smile, 
assuring them he would be as faithful to his duties 
on the field of battle as he was to God in all the 
actions of his life. And truly he kept his word. 
In short, his bravery, his obliging temper, his 
exactitude, soon attracted the friendship of his 
comrades, as well as the esteem and good will of 
his chiefs. 

During this time, the melancholy Clarita was 
weeping the loss of her cherished brother. Life 
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appeared monotonous and disenchanted, now that 
he was no longer there to impart a charm 
to her leisure. Still, she would have been less 
unhappy had she known the fate of Theobald ; 
but the mystery he had maintained in his pro- 
jects was far more alarming than the revelation 
would have been. She lost herself in conjectures, 
being utterly ignorant of the designs and hopes 
of her brother; and this uncertainty filled her 
with terror. With what feverish impatience she 
sighed for another letter from him. • 

A second letter arrived at last, but it con- 
tained little information on the life he was 
leading, or the plans he had formed for the future. 
At the same time, other griefs overwhelmed the 
poor girl. Her old relation breathed her last in 
blessing her dear Clarita. 

Madame Loncini died almost suddenly, without 
illness of any kind. In fact, she expired like a 
lamp when the oil is consumed. When the poor 
child had closed the eyes of her ancestress, and 
she had been placed with all the customary cere- 
monies in the family vault, it appeared to Clarita 
that "her occupation was gone," — that she had 
nothing more to do on earth, abandoned as she 
was by her brother and affianced husband. Her 
solitary position alarmed her, for she could have 
no sympathy or companionship with her aunt. 
On the one hand, Annunciata inspired her niece 
with more fear than love, with more respect than 
confidence, although she really loved the young 
girl in her way. On the other, grief was bowing 
this haughty being to the earth with its leaden 
weight. Deceived in her dearest hopes, trembling 
that one day or other she would see the name of 
her humbled family altogether ex\\\i%\x\s3ckfc^ V5 
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the death of her nephew — a stranger to the con- 
solations of religion, and consequently without 
resignation, without strength from above to 
enable her to support her trials, — this woman, 
hitherto so energetic, exhaled her trouble in com- 
plaints, in murmurs, in outrageous abuse of the 
nephew she still loved. 

Clarita suffered greatly from this unjust con- 
duct, and, in a timid voice, she endeavoured 
several times to take her brother's part ; but 
Annunciata became furious at the least contradic- 
tion. Her terrible eyes shot forth lightnings, 
and her imprecations only became still more 
vehement. The young girl then resigned herself 
to suffer this new affliction, and only sought relief 
in prayer — in offering up for this much-loved 
brother a thousand more petitions to the throne 
of grace than Annunciata vomited abuse. 

Clarita's tears did not flow long without conso- 
lation. The Almighty vouchsafed that peace and 
hope should re-enter her soul. She consecrated 
more time to the exercises of piety ; she created 
new occupations to fill the void that poor Madame 
Loncini's death and Theobald's departure had 
made in her existence ; she found amusement in 
pursuing those studies which she had commenced 
with her brother; she redoubled her cares and 
attentions to old Cati, her pensioner ; and in this 
life of innocence and good works recovered, if not 
happiness, at least that peaceful calm of the soul 
which for a time had forsaken her. 

A prey to deep melancholy, Annunciata's beauty 
faded rapidly. A blue circle surrounded her eyes 
of fire, and her raven hair was streaked here and 
there by silver threads ; the energy of her cha- 
racter appeared to abaudow. \iet \sj debtees. She 
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allowed her old servant to arrogate a kind of 
authority in the house affairs, which was altoge- 
ther new; and the flocks of the shepherds 
browsed the young trees of the enclosures with 
impunity. A secret design appeared exclusively 
to occupy her mind. Resolved to accomplish her 
vow to the Madonna, she went on a pilgrimage to 
Bastelica, as she had promised on the day of 
Theobald's absence, and wounded her naked feet 
with the stones and brambles on the road. This 
misguided and erring soul knew not that acts 
of devotion must be accomplished with faith and 
humility, if we desire that they may be salutary to 
us, and that God, who gives grace to the humble 
and repentant, rejects the prayer of the proud. 

The bleeding wounded feet of Annunciata were 
more quickly cured than her heart. 

The gentle Clarita became very anxious about 
her aunt, and, conquering her natural timidity, 
employed all her wit and grace to amuse and 
console the poor relative who was suffering from 
an unknown malady, endeavouring at the same 
time to inspire her heart with thoughts of piety 
and love. 

Letters came occasionally from Theobald, and 
brought a little joy to this melancholy abode. He 
spoke neither of promotion nor success ; but it was 
not difficult to see that he was satisfied with his 
lot, and, without fixing any positive time for his 
return, he allowed them to hope his absence would 
not be so long as he had feared at his departure. 
Suddenly a most terrible event occurred, which 
threw consternation and dismay on the Fabiano 
family, and caused some excitement to the 
monotonous existence of the Loncinis. Giuseppe 
Fabiano was found dead in the thicket, his 
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chest pierced by a ball, and both thighs broken, 
no doubt in a fall, the result of a jump taken 
in endeavouring to escape from his murderer. 
From the report of the medical men, the unfortu- 
nate victim must have survived his wounds for two 
or three days; a trace of blood on the ground 
showed that he must have dragged himself nearly 
a quarter of a league from the spot where he met 
his death-wound, in the vain hope of regaining his 
house. Every inquiry and search was made, both 
by the officers of justice and the relatives of the 
deceased, but the assassin remained undiscovered. 
Burcica, the bandit, known to be on friendly terms 
with Annunciata, and formerly with the family, 
was accused of this crime, but no proof could 
be found to support the charge ; besides he took 
good care to remain out of sight, and, as hitherto, 
baffled all the snares laid for him by the gen- 
darmes and voltigeurs. When Annunciata was 
apprised of this dreadful event, the joy of a hyena 
shone for a moment in her features, and her face 
flushed crimson, but almost instantly her usual 
pallor succeeded, and she cried, with a shudder, " it 
is not by the hand of a stranger that my brother's 
assassin should have fallen !" 

After this tragic occurrence the temper of this 
haughty woman became more and more gloomy and 
stern; her health declined daily; she never left 
the house, or even her apartment, except to carry 
powder and shot for the use of Burcica to the 
" mucchio" of Pepe Loncini ; to these she now fre- 
quently added food and clothing; indeed, she 
appeared to have redoubled in care and generosity 
towards the bandit since the death of Giuseppe 
Fabiano. Clarita never accompanied her aunt on 
these occasions ; however good and charitable she 
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really was, this man inspired her with an instinc- 
tive repugnance she could not overcome ; all the 
poor of the village had a share in her charity and 
assistance ; there was always a supply of polenta 
ready foi them, which it was the young girl's 
delight to distribute herself; she also succeeded in 
collecting a few poor girls, and taught them their 
catechism and needlework. It was no easy task 
to tame these little savages, accustomed from in- 
fancy to a vagabond life, without restraint and 
nearly without clothing ; but the Almighty blessed 
the good intentions and the efforts of Clarita, and 
two or three of these young girls became later 
virtuous mothers of families and very expert 
needlewomen. Meanwhile Francisco Peroncelli 
returned to Vescovato, and learnt with real grief 
that the projected marriage had been broken off. 
All that had been said against Theobald he treated 
as pure calumnies, and implored his father to 
renew the affair, if it were still possible. Con- 
vinced that he had been deceived by false reports, 
Monsieur Peroncelli yielded to the entreaties of 
hi&son, and still more to the clever suggestions of 
his wife, who, charmed by all she heard of the 
virtues and popularity of Clarita, earnestly desired 
to call her daughter-in-law ; but Annunciata dis- 
dainfully rejected all the overtures made to her on 
the subject. 

"My niece is not a commodity that can be thrown 
off and taken up at pleasure," she proudly replied 
to the emissary of the Peroncellis ; " all is at an 
end between us." 

The young girl herself declared that she would 
not dispose of her hand during her brother's 
absence ; besides, her aunt's state of health caused 
her too much anxiety to be able to tk\\&> s& 
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herself. Annunciata languished like a palm-tree 
withered by the scorching blast of the desert; 
grief and remorse in all probability secretly under- 
mined this proud beauty. Clarita, while lavishing 
the tenderest cares upon her aunt, endeavoured 
also to inculcate those sentiments of resig- 
nation which rendered her so calm, so happy we 
may almost say, in her solitary and melancholy 
existence. But the cold heart remained untouched 
by the soft persuasions, as well as by the example 
of her young companion ; so true it is that pride 
and hate are of all passions those most opposed 
to the gospel. The life led by Annunciata and 
Clarita differed in nothing externally from that of 
other women of their country ; who are all devoted 
to the superintendence of household affairs, and are 
perfectly ignorant of the frivolous pleasures which 
worldly people taste on the continent ; all live in 
the bosom of their families, each contributing to 
the general good by their work and economy ; but 
too few, unhappily, among them, draw from piety 
those consolations, those lights, which, in directing 
their purpose to heaven, might render this life of 
denial and retirement so meritorious in the sight 
of God, and at the same time so useful in advan- 
cing the interests of religion and in softening 
manners at present so barbarous. Not so with 
Clarita, she not only scrupulously fulfilled the exter- 
nal duties of religion, but above all was penetrated 
with that spirit of charity, humility, and resigna- 
tion to the will of God, which are the essence of 
Christianity, and she found an indescribable charm 
in the practice of the duties it imposes, which 
rendered her strong against temptation and gave 
her a foretaste in this world of that happiness 
which she now only hoped to enjoy in heaven. 
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CHAPTER II. 

FUNERAL OBSEQUIES. 

One evening, three years after Theobald's de- 
parture, a violent wind, the terrible libeccio, was 
blowing with fury, unroofing the houses and up- 
rooting old oak-trees in the woods, while Clarita 
was sitting in the midst of her women spinning 
by the light of a lamp the wool destined to make 
a warm garment for her old favourite Cati. 
Annunciata, apart, and listlessly reclining in the 
large arm-chair, which had been recently occu- 
pied by her grandmother, seemed plunged in the 
deepest melancholy. She was no longer the proud 
beauty, with fiery passionate mien, with graceful 
and majestic figure, but a woman worn by de- 
vouring grief far more than by age or illness; 
her features were terribly sharp, and appeared 
still more prominent, as they were shadowed in 
profile on the wall painted in fresco ; her looks 
wandered vaguely from the portraits of the Lon- 
eini, which hung opposite, to those of Sampiero 
and P&oli,* the usual ornament of Corsican houses. 

" O Heavens/' cried Clarita, " how mourn- 
fully the wind whistles to-night ! How dreadful 
the sea must be in such weather. I pity the 

* The memories of these patriot generals are cherished by 
all true Coraicans ; some acoount of them will be found in 
notes appended to the tale, p. 201. 
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poor sailors exposed to it, and their wives and 
sisters, who live in constant apprehension of the 
dangers they incur, but can do nothing to help 
them. Oh, how I pity them in this tempest ! " 
and the young girl sighed, for she was painfully 
impressed by thoughts of Theobald. "Who can 
tell," said she inwardly, "if he be not in danger 
at this very moment ! " 

"Listen," said the old servant, "would you 
not say there are groans outside the house? It 
must be the lamentations of the souls in purgatory ; 
for people say that in a storm like this they return 
on earth, to implore the prayers of their relatives 
and friends who are still in the world." 

" Do not believe such things, my good woman," 
said Clarita, simply ; " although nothing is im- 
possible with the Almighty, he does not allow 
the souls of the departed to return and trouble 
the repose of the living. Theobald has often 
told me that all such ideas are nothing but 
superstitions, from which we cannot too soon free 
ourselves." 

" Good Lord ! mademoiselle, did you not see 
your father's portrait move?" All the servants, 
and even Clarita, clung together by an involuntary 
movement. 

" The wind from the door caused the frame to 
move, no doubt," said she ; "but let us pray, my 
good women, pray for both the living and the 
dead." 

She knelt down and recited the litanies of the 
Blessed Virgin; Annunciata and the servants 
responding : — Or a pro nobis. Just then a furious 
and sudden gust of wind rushing down the chim- 
ney thrust the burning embers from the hearth 
into the very middle of the room, and a violent 
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inock was heard at the door — all the women 
trembled. 

" For pity's sake, open the door ! " cried a 
plaintive voice. 

" We will not refuse hospitality to any one who 
suffers, whoever it may be," said Clarita. 

" Certainly not," said Annunciata, rising at 
once. " Follow me Lucia." 

The old servant took a lamp that hung on the 
wall, which flickered and finally went out in her 
trembling hands. While she was occupied in 
relighting it, Annunciata went alone to the door, 
and unlocking it, — 

" Be welcome whoever you may be," said she, 
" and tell us what you come here for ? " 

" To die," replied a smothered voice, that made 
the sick woman shudder. " He that strikes with 
the sword, shall die by the sword." 

Clarita, who had taken the lamp herself, could 
not avoid uttering a cry of terror on recognizing 
Burcica the bandit, covered with blood, and in a 
very weak state. 

"What has happened to you?" inquired the 
young girl greatly alarmed. 

" I have received a ball in my chest." 

" My niece, help me to place our friend in 
the stranger's apartment," cried Annunciata, who, 
though pale as the wounded man, nevertheless 
appeared to have suddenly recovered all her energy. 

" Cati, go on with the light, and you, Lucia, 
run and put clean sheets on the bed." 

" All that trouble will be useless," murmured 
the dying man. " For fifteen years I have lain on 
the bare ground, and I would have died in the 
same manner; but then I must have quitted life 
like a dog, without confession, or receiving the 
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sacraments, and probably have been eaten by the 
vultures, instead of reposing in consecrated ground. 
I could not bear the thought, and as I was too 
far from my native village, I hoped you would 
receive me, Signora Annunciata." 

" You did perfectly right, Burcica ; but you will 
not die. I will send immediately for the surgeon, 
and I am myself very clever in healing wounds." 

The bandit shook his head. " It is too late, 
believe me. I am not deceived in my condition. 
Quick ! I beseech you — send for the cure of the 
village." 

"Run and fetch him as quickly as possible/' 
said Clarita, to young Cati, the most active of all 
her domestics ; " and, above all, be sure to speak 
to no one but Monsieur le Cure himself." 

Meanwhile Burcica reposed his wounded and 
aching limbs on the soft bed. 

"Let me open your coat and examine your 
wound," said Annunciata. 

" No, no," he replied, " I will preserve the little 
strength I possess, to speak to the cure — after- 
wards we will see. Give me something to drink, 
if you please. Oh ! I suffer horribly. " 

Clarita fetched a glass of wine and water, which 
the sick man drank off at a draught. 

<c When were you wounded ? " asked Annun- 
ciata. 

"I can scarcely tell. It was about twelve 
o'clock in the day, perhaps; but it appears an 
eternity to me since — those scoundrels of volti- 
geurs — ah ! if I could only meet them once 
more ! " 

" Were you wounded by them ? " 
a "Those fellows must be Corsicans to have 
aimed so exactly. They fired at a hundred 
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paces, and they did not miss their aim. They are 
famous marksmen, I must confess." 

" And how did you manage, that you did not 
fall into their hands ? " asked Annunciata. 

" The grotto of the Fabianos was only ten paces 
distant/' replied Burcica with feverish volubility, 
"and I succeeded in reaching it, and concealed 
myself. They passed twenty times over the rock 
that was my hiding-place, without guessing I was 
so near them — I heard their footsteps, their con- 
versation, and even their breathing. Oh, Lord ! 
how I suffer. So I must die at last ; it is very 
distressing, very heart-rending. I had formed 
other projects; in a few months I should have 
been a free man ; Giacomo had promised me his 
daughter, the little Varina, who is nearly fifteen 
years old, and who is as pretty as a Venus. I 
should have married and lived quietly in my 
village, in the midst of my relations and friends. 
I should have had little children to love me. Oh \ 
the cure does not come ! Oh, pray the Almighty 
for me, signora; you indeed are responsible for 
that which weighs most heavily on my con- 
science." 

" Poor Burcica is delirious," said Annunciata, 
hurriedly to her niece. " Go, child, and look out 
of the window in my bedroom, and see if by the 
light of Cati's lantern, you cannot perceive Mon- 
sieur le Cure in the street." 

Had she anything to say in private to the dying 
man, or did she fear some indiscreet revelations 
in the presence of the young girl ? 

Clarita made no remark, nor did she appear to 
notice the last words of the dying man ; but, after 
looking in vain up and down the street, she knelt 
down and implored the Almighty to have com- 
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passion on the poor sinner, and afford him time 
for repentance. The priest, who was fetched from 
the bedside of another dying man, now arrived in 
all haste, and was instantly conducted to the 
chamber of Burcica. Annunciata then quitted it; 
her features were contracted, and her pale and 
livid lips trembled convulsively, Finding Clarita 
still on her knees, she knelt beside her, and a few 
tears of repentance, let us hope, rolled slowly 
down her sunken cheeks. The surgeon of the 
village also arrived, but he was obliged to wait 
more than a quarter of an hour before Burcica 
had finished his confession. At length the cxxri 
opened the door; Annunciata was the first to 
enter ; the dying man addressed a few words to 
her in a low voice, which appeared to produce a 
very extraordinary impression upon her, for she 
tottered and was obliged to lean on the bedstead 
for support. The surgeon then began to examine 
the wound. The injury was both wide and deep, 
but while endeavouring to extract the ball, the 
sufferer uttered a cry of anguish, let his head fall 
back, and expired. 

" All is over ! " said the surgeon, placing the 
sheet over the head of the corpse. 

"No, not all/* said Annunciata, making a 
violent effort to conceal her emotion. " Burcica 
was an honourable man — a gentleman. He lived 
and died as such, and his obsequies shall be worthy 
of his life and death. Monsieur le Cure, I reckon 
on your ministry ." 

"Burcica died a Christian, and he shall be 
buried as such, mademoiselle," replied the priest. 

" That is not enough," pursued she. " Assem- 
ble all the clergy, display all the pomps of religion, 
head the procession witTa. t\ie s&set oro&a, ring the 
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great bells, as you would for my own brother. 
Spare no expense — I undertake everything." - 

" My daughter, if you had any regard for this 
man, called away so suddenly, pray God for the 
repose of his soul. That is now the greatest 
service you can render him. For the rest, it 
shall be done as you desire." 

Day now began to dawn. The surgeon de- 
parted, and the cure, kneeling by the side of the 
corpse, recited the service for the dead. 

Annunciata's mind was entirely engrossed by 
other cares. She put out the* fire, and closed the 
doors and windows very carefully, such being the 
Corsican custom, and then despatched express 
messengers to Corsica, for the purpose of appris- 
ing the relatives and friends of Burcica, and of 
inviting them to the funeral ceremony. 

The body was washed, and dressed in the cos- 
tume of the Blue Penitents, a brotherhood to 
which the deceased bandit had formerly belonged. 
ft was then placed on a table covered with a black 
cloth. Some women of the village received 
each a small sum of money to fill the office of 
weepers, and immediately commenced their cries 
and lamentations. 

Clarita had retired to her room, but Annun- 
ciata, after having made all necessary arrange- 
ments for the company she expected, placed 
herself in the midst of the women, exciting them 
by her own tears; and, turning to the corpse, 
exclaimed, — 

" May misfortune befall him who has cut the 
thread of thy life — may he be hated by God and 
man ! 

" May he perish by the hand of a coward, and 
his blood be unavenged ! " 
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Upon this the women redoubled their cries, 
and tore their hair. 

The parents and friends of Burcica were not 
long in arriving, and' came in successively. The 
groans and imprecations redoubled on the entrance 
of each new visitor ; but they became almost deaf- 
ening when the handsome Yanina, the affianced 
bride of Burcica, entered the room, accompanied 
by her father and mother. 

Annunciata, standing before the coffin, then 
took up the funeral complaint, — 

" Ah ! why did you quit this life when yon 
were still in the pride of your age ? 

" Was not your promised bride all that is 
beauteous and good ? 

Who can we compare to her ? 
She would have given you children as lovely 
as herself, as courageous as their father. 

"Oh! why did you leave the world — oh, 
Burcica? 

"The strong man relied on his strength: for 
a moment he forgot his prudence, and his enemies 
overwhelmed him. They pierced him with a ball, 
but from afar, for they would not have dared to 
confront him ! They killed him, and the earth 
trembled at his fall. The mountain echoes re- 
peated the sound ! 

"The libeccio murmured it in the gloomy 
valley. 

" May all those who contributed to your end 
perish by fearful deaths ! 

May the earth drink their blood. 
May the vultures devour their corpses. 

" But thou, oh ! Burcica, repose in holy ground. 
Sleep peacefully in the tomb which your friends 
are about to prepare for you, and may the Lord 
receive your soul." 
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On concluding this imprecation, Annunciata 
fell on her knees. The mother of Vanina also 
poured forth her lamentations, at the same time 
making a pompous eulogium on him whom she 
had been so near calling her son-in-law. 

The clergy now arrived, and all the company 
approached the body, and kissed it on the mouth. 
The procession was formed, and accompanied it to 
the church and churchyard, where the cries and 
groans were renewed. 

Clarita alone had taken no part in these noisy 
and exaggerated demonstrations, which were most 
repugnant to her feelings and the simplicity of 
her character. She could not understand how 
cries of vengeance could be mixed with Christian 
or religious ceremonies ; and on her knees at the 
foot of the cross she prayed, — "Oh, my God, 
Thou who didst die for the salvation of men, have 
compassion on this poor soul ! Shower down 
upon it the abundance of Thy mercies, and receive 
it in Thy everlasting tabernacles ! May Thy grace 
touch and enlighten all those whom a culpable 
hate leads astray, and cause justice and charity to 
flourish amongst us." « 

While Clarita was thus employed, Annunciata 
returned home pale and dishevelled. The energy 
that had supported her in the presence of so 
many strangers had completely abandoned her 
now that she was alone, and she fell in a fainting 
state into the young girl's arms. 
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CHAPTER 1IL 



INCIDENTS OF WAR. 

At the very time that Burcica fell under the 
fire of the Corsican voltigeurs, a far more dramatic 
scene was passing in the plains of Algeria. A 
convoy escorted by thirty men only, had beea 
directed towards the Blockhaus de Mered. The 
commander of this little troop, an experienced 
officer of the 49th, was proceeding with perfect 
security through this country so frequently in- 
tersected by ravines. This confidence, however, 
did not appear to be shared by a fine young man 
close to him, wearing the uniform of Sergeant- 
Major, and decorated with the cross of the 
legion of honour, won by numerous acts of 
bravery. The latter listened anxiously to the 
slightest ruffle, and his piercing eye was con- 
tinually directed to the fastnesses of a deep gorge 
which appeared particularly to have excited his 
suspicion. All at once, a white form was visible 
through the deep green foliage of a jujube-tree, 
and disappeared as rapidly. 

" Lieutenant, the enemy is there," cried the 
young man, pointing in the direction of the 
defile. 

" You arc mistaken, Loncini," replied the 
ofliecr; "the Arabs would not be so bold as to 
attack us close to the g&tea Qi"Bo\jffiraick" 
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He had scarcely pronounced these words, 
when a ball whistled through the air, and struck 
him in the breast; the unfortunate man stag- 
gered, and fell dead. Our old acquaintance, 
Loncini, finding himself, by this melancholy event, 
in command of the troop, immediately gave orders 
to form a square with the vehicles that composed 
the convoy, and placed himself, with his men, 
in the centre of this quickly-made fortification. 
Scarcely were these arrangements completed, when 
the Arabs came out in great numbers from the 
defile that had so long excited his suspicions. 
They attacked the convoy with inconceivable 
fury, but \he little detachment, encouraged by the 
example and exhortations of the Sergeant-Major, 
opposed a most obstinate resistance. Sheltered 
bjr the carriages, the French only showed them- 
selves to shower balls on their adversaries, and 
then instantly retired. Theobald fired unceasingly, 
and the precision of his aim was such that every 
shot brought down a man. The Arabs, however, 
must have triumphed in the end — for their num- 
bers increased every moment, — if the garrison 
of BouflParick, hearing the firing, had not sent 
assistance to this handful of men. At the sight 
of this unexpected help, the enemy retreated 
in every direction, and the detachment continued 
its route. But this day was to be marked by a 
still more memorable event in Theobald's ex- 
istence. He had only continued his march about 
an hour, when, from an eminence, he perceived 
about forty Bedouins seated on the banks of a 
rivulet, reposing themselves after the fatigues of 
the day. Several horses and a great number of 
cattle, captured from a tribe allied to the French, 
grazed at liberty by and aro\m& XXvevxu ^^&a&% 
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was easier than to avoid meeting them, for 
they appeared by no means inclined to attack, 
and the valley they were in was out of the road 
the detachment had to follow. But in the 
midst of these men, clothed in their long white 
bournous, another man, dressed in the uniform of a 
French officer, was seen evidently bound to a tree, 
and no doubt beginning to taste the horrors of a 
frightful captivity. Moved with compassion at 
the sight of the unfortunate prisoner, and only 
consulting his courage, Theobald divided his little 
troop into two parts, leaving a portion to guard 
the waggons, and then rushing with the remain- 
der on the Arabs, who were greatly astonished at 
his hardihood. Reassured on seeing the small 
number of their opponents, the Bedouins seized 
their arms, and defended themselves for some 
time bravely, but they were charged with such 
fury, and lost so many men, that at length they 
endeavoured to find safety in flight. One of 
them jumped on his horse, and having hastily 
untied the bands that bound the captive officer to 
the tree, galloped off at the extreme swiftness of 
his courser, dragging the prisoner after him by 
the help of a long rope made fast to his body. 
The unfortunate man would soon have been dead, 
if, quicker than thought, Theobald had not aimed 
at the fugitive Arab, and fired with such admirable 
precision, notwithstanding the great distance that 
separated them, that he stretched him dead on the 
sand, without touching either the horse or the 
prisoner. The rest of the Arabs were dispersed 
over the country. Loncini did not deem it pru- 
dent to pursue them. 

He reassembled his little troop, and himself 
ran to the officer wnoae \\fe \ifc \v»& *ws.<i> and 
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who, too much exhausted to join his deliverers, 
remained extended on the ground close to the 
bleeding body of the Bedouin. 

" You are free, captain," said he. His soldiers 
at the same time were occupied in making sure of 
the cattle abandoned by the enemy. 

The officer could not reply. He had fainted. 
Theobald approached nearer, and lifted up his 
head, but scarcely had he cast a glance on his face, 
stained with blood and covered with dust, than a 
cry of surprise burst from him. ' 

" My God ! " exclaimed he in the fulness of his 
heart, " I will ever bless thee for having granted 
me the opportunity of exercising the only ven- 
geance worthy of a Christian." He remained in 
utter astonishment, his heart beating with un- 
speakable rapture, and then, with superhuman 
strength, he raised the wounded body of Pasquale 
Fabiano on his shoulders ! 

As soon as the victorious little troop had 
reached the Blockhaus de Mered, the young 
Sergeant-Major, after receiving the congratulations 
and praises of his superior officers, took his way 
to the tent where lay " the enemy of his race," 
whose wounds had been carefully dressed. 

He had been placed on one of the baggage wag- 
gons, and Theobald had given all the directions 
that his state required, but had forbidden that any 
one should speak to him. Our hero had, however, 
been pointed out as his deliverer. 

" How do you feel now, captain ? " inquired 
Theobald, in Corsican, with an emotion no words 
can convey. 

"Why, what is this?" said Eabiano, raising 
himself on his couch. " Is it possible that my 
deliverer is aiso my countryman*? " 
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" May I add your friend ? " inquired the Ser- 
geant-Major. 

" Can you for an instant doubt it ? " cried the 
captain, offering his hand. 

"You have yet to learn my name," pursued 
our hero. 

" Oh, tell it me quickly, that I may teach my 
children to revere and bless it ! for without you, 
they would now be orphans, and my dear wife 
would be languishing in widow's garments. Tell 
me, that I may know the name of the man who 
saved my life at the risk of his own, and to whom 
I shall ever owe the deepest, most unbounded 
gratitude." 

"I am Theobald Loncini, of Piovela," cried 
the young man, unable to repress his feelings. 
There was a pause. 

Surprise, admiration, shame, and in all pro- 
bability remorse, rendered the officer incapable of 
uttering a word. 

" You are the most noble, the most generous 
of human beings," cried he at length, with in- 
tense emotion. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



EXPLANATION AND CONCLUSION. 



On a fine spring morning, Annunciata was 
returning from church, leaning on her niece's arm, 
and walking with difficulty, being just recovered 
from a long and dangerous illness. 

" My dear aunt, how happy I am to see you 
not only so much better, but so much calmer and 
happier than you were last winter. Is it not well 
to trust to Almighty God, and to resign ourselves 
to His holy will. Is it not better to shed tears of 
love and repentance, than to harbour hatred in 
the heart ? " 

" Child," replied Annunciata, " all these 
religious thoughts have come too late; there 
are faults for which there is no remedy, no con- 
solation." 

" Do not say so, my dear aunt : have we not 
all offended God? But He is good and merci- 
ful, he pardons as soon as we truly repent our 
sins. I have read somewhere that repentance is 
the sister of innocence." 

" How long my nephew delays writing," said 
Annunciata with a sigh. "If any misfortune 
happen to him, I shall die of grie£ for I alone 
should be the cause." 

"No, no, rest assured," interrupted Glmta>% 
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" I know not how it is, but lately I feel so happy, 
so joyful, that I feel convinced we shall very soon 
receive good news of him." 

« But why, my child, is he so long in writing? 
When I think that the last of the Loncinis is at 
this moment but a private soldier, and exposed to 
all the risks and chances of war, and through my 
fault ! " 

At this instant, the sound of horse's feet were 
heard at the commencement of the street; the 
two ladies turned, and in utter amazement ex- 
claimed together, — 

" Heavens, it is Loncini himself ! " 

The young man was soon in their arms, dressed 
in the handsome uniform of lieutenant, for he 
had just obtained his promotion, and the cross of 
honour sparkled on his breast. 

" What do I see ? " said Annunciata, after the 
first transports of joy had subsided. "You are 
an officer ; you are decorated ; and you did not 
write to apprise us of your good fortune ! " 

" My dear aunt," replied her nephew, " had 
suspected my courage, and I had sworn never 
to return until I had given sufficient proofs 
of it to satisfy even her. 1 have but kept my 
word." 

Tears of joy and pride coursed down the cheeks 
of the invalid. Clarita strained her brother to 
her heart. A crowd of people, attracted by curi- 
osity, gathered around them. 

" Let us go home," said the officer, " for I see 
we are making an exhibition." 

" My dear nephew, had I been apprised in time 
of your return, I would have assembled all our 
friends, that your welcome might have been 
worthy of you." 
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As she pronounced these words, a young 
woman, handsomely dressed, followed by a pretty 
little boy, about four years of age, and holding 
an infant in her arms, hastily came out of the 
Fabianos* house, and rushing through the crowd, 
fell at Theobald's feet. 

" At length I see you, the saviour of my hus- 
band, the preserver of my Pasquale," cried she 
with transport ; " you whom we all dreaded as his 
enemy, you have saved his life at the peril of your 
own ;" and she kissed his hands and bathed them 
with tears, while Theobald made vain efforts to 
escape from these marks of gratitude. 

" Long life and happiness to Theobald Loncini," 
cried an old and infirm lady from a window in 
the same house, waving high an open letter, which 
proved to be one just received by the Signora 
Teola Fabiano from her husband, announcing 
his safety. " Long live Theobald Loncini, for he 
has saved my son," repeated the old lady. 

This cheer was taken up by the entire crowd 
and repeated several times, the number of people 
increasing every moment by the arrival of par- 
tisans and friends of both houses. 

" My friends, I cannot express what I feel," 
said Theobald in the deepest emotion ; and after 
having thanked his countrymen by sign and voice, 
and raised the young Madame Fabiano, whom 
Clarita embraced, this happy family were allowed 
to enter their home. 

The evening that followed this affecting scene, 
Theobald, placed between his aunt and Clarita, 
gave them a detailed account of all the events of 
his military career from the moment of his 
departure, the difficulties he had to contend 
with at its commencement, the 1d?id&££& o£ tha 
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officers to whom he had been recommended, and 
the ever-increasing goodwill of Colonel de Bel- 
mont, who had really become a second father to 
him. Divine Providence had not abandoned him 
for a single moment, removing all obstacles, so as 
to enable him to gain the desired end, and, in 
short, raising opportunities and favourable cir- 
cumstances in which he could distinguish him- 
self, at the same time supporting and consoling 
him in the midst of fatigues and dangers. The 
two women listened with delight, looking at him 
with affection as well as admiration, for his uniform 
set off his handsome person to much advantage. 

" My gentle Clarita," said her brother, when 
his story was ended, " God is my witness that the 
fear of injuring your prospects by a reputation of 
cowardice which I never deserved, far more than 
any selfish feeling, induced me to embrace a 
military career. The Almighty has deigned to 
bless and prosp'er my intention; and you, my 
dear sister, will you not recompense your brother's 
devotion by according pardon to a man entirely 
worthy of your affection, who had no * part what- 
ever in the insulting refusal which decided my 
fate? I met Francesco Peroncelli as I passed 
through Bastia on my way home ; I had named 
him your affianced husband ; his sentiments will 
never change, and all I can say is that he ear- 
nestly desires to bear a dearer title." 

" My very dear brother, I am very sensible of 
all you have done for me, and this day more than 
ever you possess the right to choose my husband ; 
you have acquired my eternal gratitude, and I am 
most happy to gratify your wishes on the subject." 

" I expected such a reply," replied Theobald, 
" and as I have but a short time to stay with you, 
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I will apprise Monsieur Peroncelli, so that the 
marriage may take place in a fortnight, which I 
am sorry to say is the extent of my present 
furlough." 

Clarita passed the two intervening weeks in 
greater retirement than usual, while Annunciata, 
whose former activity appeared entirely restored, 
busied herself in preparing the marriage festi- 
vities. The linen which was to form part of 
Clarita' s trousseau, spun by all the cleverest work- 
women of the village, had long been carefully locked 
up in large oaken chests. The best shops in 
Bastia supplied the other articles, and everything 
was done in very handsome style. 

The morning of the happy day having arrived, 
Francesco Peroncelli, his father, mother, and their 
numerous friends and relations arrived at Piovela, 
and presented themselves at the door of the man- 
sion of Loncini, where the bride, her head en- 
circled by a nuptial wreath, and beaming with 
beauty, modesty, and innocence, received them, 
supported by her brother and aunt. All the 
friends and allies of the Loncini family were 
assembled in great force, dressed in their holi- 
day attire. They left the house in procession 
with the happy couple, and at the same moment 
were joined by a large concourse of people, at the 
head of which appeared the Signora Teola Fabiano 
in person, her beautiful face radiant with joy, 
and followed by all her friends and relations, who 
were determined by this public demonstration to 
cement their eternal reconciliation with the Lon- 
cinis : the latter warmly expressed their gratitude 
for this proceeding. The partisans of the two 
families composing nearly all the inhabitants of 
Piovela and its neighbourhood, Claxit&'& m&ma^e 
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became in reality a public rejoicing. All these 
men, divided and estranged for hundreds of years, 
embraced fraternally ; and it might truly be said 
that this gentle Clarita, who leant on her brother's 
arm, covered with a transparent veil, was to all a 
pledge of peace and happiness. The long pro- 
cession advanced in silence, for the joy of the 
Corsican is ever grave and reflective. They first 
went to the Hotel de Ville, and from thence to 
the church, which was illuminated and decorated 
with flowers for the occasion. Francesco and 
Clarita were then united before God, the good 
cure giving them his benediction, after which the 
whole company returned to the Loncinis, in the 
midst of a most deafening discharge of firearms, 
the only recreation at a Corsican wedding. • 

On the road home, a number of young girls 
strewed wheat before the newly-married couple, 
in sign of prosperity and abundance, others pre- 
sented them with flowers and honey, as omens of 
a happy life, and all wished them " good luck and 
fine boys," — buona ventura e figli maschi ; that 
being the usual felicitation in many parts of 
Corsica. On their return home, Francisco and 
Clarita, with all their nearest relations and the 
old people of the party, took their seats 
before an immense table, laden with various most 
delicious fruits, and with many descriptions of 
confectionery; the rest of the company re- 
mained standing, until those that were seated 
had finished, then advanced and took their places 
in turn. 

The following day each of the guests sent the 
newly-married lady a large cake of marmalade, 
or " bruccio : " she received upwards of two 
hundred, which she <fotnb\ite&. T&kwrK, mth the 
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remains of the feast, to the poor of Piovela, 
so that all might share in the wedding festivi- 
ties. Francisco, who knew how attached Clarita 
was to her home, had obtained his father's con- 
sent for residing for some time at the manor. 
The only regret that troubled the happiness of 
these young people was the approaching departure 
of Theobald ; but he promised to pass six months 
with them very shortly, which greatly diminished 
their sorrow, and the pain of separation. 

At the moment that he was about to depart, 
after having embraced Clarita and his brother-in- 
law, the young officer went in search of Annun- 
ciata, to bid her farewell, when she advanced to 
meet him, equipped in travelling costume. 

"My nephew," said she, "we will depart 
together." 

He was stupified, and Francesco, with his sister, 
exclaimed against her leaving them. 

" How have I been so unfortunate as to dis- 
please you, my dear aunt?" asked the young 
girl, raising her tearful eyes imploringly to An- 
nunciata. " Why abandon us ? I will ever be a 
tender and devoted daughter to you. Why quit 
your native country, and the tomb of your 
ancestors ? " 

Annunciata sighed mournfully, as she looked 
long on the family portraits hanging on the walls; 
and imprinting a kiss on Clarita' s forehead, while 
she furtively wiped away some tears that stole 
down her thin cheeks, in spite of all her efforts. 

" Listen to me, and do not interrupt me," said 
she in a solemn tone. 

" Nearly two years have elapsed since a human 
being expired in the thicket, without assistance, 
without the consolations of religion. 
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" The murderer of that unfortunante man was 
but a passive instrument ; a. woman had directed 
his arm, marking as it were, on the body of the 
victim, the very spot where he should receive his 
death-blow. Nothing had that woman spared to 
accomplish her revenge : artifices, falsehood, per- 
fidious advice, imprudent measures, everything 
had been employed to further her ends; but 
scarcely had she obtained the sole object of her 
whole existence, when, far from enjoying the 
gratification she expected, remorse entered her 
soul and preyed upon her; gnawing little by 
little, as the worm in the fruit, at length reaching 
the heart. Remorse tore her with its iron nails, 
and has left nothing but a living skeleton ( 

" The victim was Giuseppe Fabiano ! — The 
assassin stands before you ! — It was myself ! 

" Since that fatal day I have languished, with- 
out tasting one moment's peace — not even the 
guilty pleasure of revenge ; for scarcely was the 
crime consummated, when I thought it pitiful and 
mean, as a stranger bad been the instrument. 
That, I confess, was my deepest regret. One 
circumstance, however, brought some consolation 
to my unceasing anguish. I had long admired in 
silence the piety and calm of Clarita, though I 
believed them to proceed from the weakness of 
her mind. But during the long illness which 
nearly brought me to the grave, the voice of that 
dear girl uttered words and exhortations which, 
thanks to God, reached my heart. It appeared 
to me that a thick veil fell from before my eyes, 
and that I saw everything in a different light — 
under a new aspect. The charms of sincere piety 
caused me to comprehend all the horror, all the 
enormity, of my crime. Theobald's generosity 
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and its happy results have caused me sincerely 
to repent ! " 

" Well, then, my dear aunt, we will weep toge- 
ther over what is past," said Clarita, who had 
not listened to these terrible revelations without 
shuddering. 

" Child," said the latter, in a mingled tone of 
disdain and tenderness, " do you think that living 
happily with you, in the daily enjoyment of your 
happy home, in a country where now the name 
of my family is extolled to the skies, can prove 
a penance worthy of Annunciata and the God 
who calls her to Him ? No, no. Innocence and 
happiness are your portion, my sweet and pure 
Clarita; for me — repentance and the austerities 
of a cloister." 

" My dear, deatf aunt, reflect, I implore you, 
before" you decide," cried her niece, shedding 
abundant tears. 

" Nothing can alter my decision." 

"Where do you wish me to conduct you?" 
asked Theobald, kissing Annunciata's hand, for 
he knew too well the inflexibility of her character 
to believe that anything would alter her reso- 
lution. 

"To the convent of the Lady Capucines at 
Marseilles," replied his aunt. "Let us depart 
at once." 

The following day Mademoiselle Loncini was 
seated on the deck of the steam-vessel, and lost 
sight one by one of the different landmarks on the 
shores of her much-loved country, which she was 
leaving for the first and last time. She watched 
with intense anxiety until the whole island ap- 
peared no more than a distant spot in the midst 
of the vast ocean. At the moment she was about 
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to lose sight of it for ever, Annunciate rose sud- 
denly, stretched her arms in despair towards the 
beloved land which was disappearing from her 
view, and exclaimed, while tears flowed down her 
cheeks, — 

" Adieu, land of my race, country of my 
ancestors, cradle of my infancy! Adieu, tomb 
of my forefathers ! Adieu to all I love ! Adieu 
to all for ever ! " 

Four-and-twenty hours later the gates of the 
convent closed upon her for life. 

Theobald continued his way to Paris, where his 
regiment was in garrison. 

It was then, and at that precise time, just after 
he had left his aunt at the convent of the 

Lady Capucines, that the Baroness D and 

myself had the pleasure of meeting him again. 
He was a fine and most accomplished young man, 
as well as an excellent officer. He related to us 
the eventful story which I have the pleasure of 
offering to the perusal of my young Mends. 

We listened with the most lively interest, and 
when he had concluded, gave thanks to the 
Almighty, who sends trials to the just, only to 
render them still more deserving, and who fre- 
quently rewards, even on earth, those virtues which 
He crowns with everlasting glory in a better 
world. 



THE END. 
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NOTES. 



Note I. — Page 7. 

Madame de D . It appears that this lady is a real cha- 
racter, whose modesty, the authoress observes, would be of- 
fended by the disclosure of her name. 



Note II., p. 11. 

Brando as well as Pietra-Nera are picturesque villages on the 
coast of Capo Corso, a few miles north of Bastia, the road being 
a favourite promenade of the Bastese. The fugitives, taking 
by-paths through the mountains, must be supposed to have 
wandered out of the direct road from Furiani to Bastia ; Furiani 
lying to the south of that place. In general, the features of the 
country, as well as the characteristics and customs of the people, 
are faithfully delineated in the tale. 



Note III., p. 12. 

Laments, "lamento." — A taste for poetry is common throughout 
the island ; the songs of the shepherds and mountaineers being 
generally of a plaintive cast. 



Note IV., p. 20. 

Maquis, the Corsican Macchia : — a natural shrubbery, of exqui- 
site beauty, consisting of arbutus, tree-heaths, alaternus, daphne, 
lentiscus, blended with myrtles, cystus, and other aromatic 
shrubs, and forming the unique picture in Corsican and also in 
Sardinian scenery. 

Note V., p. 21. 

Furiani stands on a hill about two leagues from Bastia, to the 
right of the highroad to Corte, forming a picturesque object, with 
its ivy-mantled towers, rising among trees. Here the Corsicana 
first proclaimed their independence of the Genoese, and it was 
the scene of their last struggle against ttie ^lewOcu 
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Note VI., p. 25. 
La Balagne, a fertile district in the arrondissement of Calvi, 
famous for its olives. The Nebbio is a fine basin, with beautiful 
valleys, lying to the south-west of Bastia. Capo Corso includes 
the long mountain-chain extending from that town to the 
northern extremity of the island, with its narrow but fertile 
valleys. The inhabitants are industrious and thriving. 



Note VII., p. 25. 

Bastia to Ajaccio. — This great national road extends beyond 
Ajaccio to Bonifacio at the south extremity of the island. The 
Corsicans are apt to affirm that its construction was the only 
benefit conferred on them by their compatriot Napoleon Bo- 
naparte. 

Note VIII., p. 29. 
Cordcwi regeneration. — See remarks in the Preface. 



Note IX., p. 32. 

The Pelone, — a cloak of coarse woollen cloth, of a dark colour, 
of native manufacture, with a hood, is invariably worn in the 
interior. 



Note X., p. 32. 

The pointed cap (berretta pmsula) is now rarely worn, except 
by the mountaineers. 

Note XL, p. 34. 

Beyond the mountains. — Corsica was anciently divided into two 
provinces, the di qud, and the di Id, dei monti; the former in- 
cluding the present arrondissements of Bastia, Corte, and Calvi, 
the latter those of Ajaccio and Sartene. 



Note XII., p. 34. 

Bastiaccio, a term of contempt applied by the mountaineers to 
the Bastese, or inhabitants of Bastia, the termination accio con- 
veying the insult. 

Note XIII., p. 34. 

An old song, "ballata." — Many of these canzone composed by 
the rude mountaineers are recitals of traditions, in which the 
national heroes and most celebrated bandits figure. Some are 
satires on the French. See also note III. 
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Note XV., p. 35. 

Polenta. — Cakes made of chesnut-meal, and eaten instead of 
bread. The chesnut woods in Corsica are very extensive, and 
supply the principal diet of the shepherds and a great number 
of the poorer population. Chesnuts are also made into puddings, 
and cooked in a variety of other ways. 



Note XVI., p. 38. 

The MezzarOy worn as a veil by ladies of condition, resembles 
the Spanish mantilla. Women of the lower class shroud their 
heads in the fold of an upper petticoat drawn over the shoulders. 
It is called the faletto. 



Note XVII., p. 55. 

The war of independence caused a succession of struggles for 
many centuries to throw off the Genoese yoke. That alluded to 
in the text was the final contest for nationality against the 
French, in which the Paoli family distinguished themselves. 



Note XVIII., p. 58. 

Pin-Parasol. — Only two species of the pine grow in Corsica ; 
the pinus maritima, probably here meant, and well known to all 
travellers in Italy for its umbrella-shaped head, and the pinus 
larricio. 



Note XIX., p. 63. 

Notre Dame- de-la- Garde, a chapel, as most travellers know, 
stands on a rocky summit above the port of Marseilles, where 
mariners pay their vows and suspend their votive-offerings. 



Note XX., p. 69. 

Libeccio, a south-west wind, the mistral of Provence, which 
at Capo Corso, the Straits of Bonifacio, and other parts of Cor- 
sica, is so violent that the trees are bent. 



Note XXI., p. 75. 

Pinus- Laricio. — This is the largest of the two species of pine 
indigenous in Corsica. — (See note XVIII.) They grow to up- 
wards of 120 feet high, with a circumference of 9 feet. Perhaps 
it was not so much the resinous odour of the pines which Theo- 
bald breathed off shore, as the perfume of the aromatic shrubs 
composing the macchia — (see note IV.) — with which the slopes 
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of the mountains are overspread. It was of this perfume that 
Napoleon spoke in a conversation at St. Helena :— " La Corse," 
he said, "avait mille charmes ; tout y e'tait meilleur, jusqu't 
l'odeor du sol mdme. Elle lui eat suffi poor la deviner, lee 
yeux ferme's. II ne l'avait retrouvee nulle part." 



Note XXII., p. 83 

Seneca's Tower. — A picturesque ruin, crowning a pinnacle of 
rock, visible in passing along the coast, has received the name 
of II Torre di Seneca. The philosopher spent seven years of 
exile in Corsica by order of Tiberius, but it is most probable 
that he resided in one of the Roman colonies on the eastern 
coast. 



Note XXIII., p. 83. 

Towers. — In the beginning of the eighteenth century there 
were eighty-five of these watch-towers in the circuit of the 
island. Many of these are now demolished. 



Note XXIV., p. 85. (See also p. 31.) 

Monte Christo. — This island, with Elba and Pianosa, form a 
striking group, as seen from the sea or the coast of Capo Corso, 
on the one hand, and Capraija stands out boldly on the other. 
Monte Christo has lent its name and furnished a remarkable 
scene to the well-known romance of Alexandre Dumas. The 
little island, nine miles in circumference, is now the property of, 
and colonized by, an English gentleman. 



Note XXV., p. 88. 

Chapel of the Madonna della Vesina. — This chapel, near 
Pietra Nera, between Bastia and Brando, celebrated for its 
sanctity, is a place of pilgrimage and of much resort 



Note XXVI., p. 98. 

Mucchio (misprinted Macchio). — In some parts of Corsica, 
the peasants cast a stone or a bough of a tree on the spot where 
any one has perished by a violent death. The heap thus raised 
is called the Mucchio of the deceased. 



Note XXVII., p. 98. 

Jtvng Theodore. — In 1736, on the invitation of Gaffori and 
other Corsican patriots, Theodore "Baton ta ^wohsA, in West- 
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phalia, a man of talent and enterprise, and of a commanding 
person, who had been page to the Duchess of Orleans, and 
afterwards served in Spain, was proclaimed King of Corsica. 
Having landed at Aleria with military stores, and, vaunting of 
his resources and his influence at powerful courts, and engaging 
to drive the Genoese out of the island, he was received with 
acclamation, and assumed every attribute of royalty. He had 
his court, bis guards, levied troops, coined money (as we find in 
this Tale), instituted an order of knighthood, and created a 
nobility. For a while success attended him, and he became 
master of nearly the whole island, except the Genoese fortresses, 
which he blockaded. These were, in fact, the keys of the 
island. Soon, however, the promised succours Bailing to arrive, 
and his new subjects beginning to cool in their allegiance, he 
departed to the continent, in the hope of obtaining means to 
carry on the war. He returned after a while with a fresh arma- 
ment, having found means to raise a considerable loan. But it 
was too late ; the Genoese had then ceded their strong places to 
the French ; the patriot leaders were negotiating with them, 
and the people had lost all confidence in their mock king. 
Theodore found that " the game was up :" and, wisely retracing 
his steps, found his way to England, the last refuge of abdicated 
monarchs. Fortune still frowned on him. Pursued by his 
creditors, the ex-king was thrown into the King's Bench Prison ; 
from whence he was released as an insolvent debtor, and, dying 
soon afterwards, was buried in the churchyard of St. Anne's, 
Soho. Horace Walpole, who had raised a subscription for the 
unfortunate adventurer, placed a mural tablet, surmounted by a 
regal coronet, over his grave, and wrote the well-known epitaph. 
He died in 1756. 

Note XXVIII., p. 102. 

Without arms, — Till within the last six years, no one in 
Corsica, of whatever degree, went abroad unarmed ; such was 
the general insecurity from the spirit of vendetta or banditisme 
pervading the people. A general disarmament was decreed in 
1855, and so rigorously executed, that none were excepted ; not 
even a license to carry a fowling-piece for shooting game could 
be procured. This general disarmament, combined with other 
decided measures, mentioned in the Preface, proved effectual in 
putting an end to the reign of terror and blood which had deso- 
lated the island for so many centuries. 



Note XXIX., p. 107. 
The broccio is an excellent cheese made of goat or ewe's milk. 
It bears nearly the same name in the dialect of Provence ; the 
French call it recuite; it is only made in the wrath of Euxoue* 



200 NOTES. 

Note XXX., p. 108. 

CaporeUis (a misprint for Caporali) — a name of office, the 
caporali having been the chiefs of the communes in the popular 
struggles against the feudal aristocracy. 



Note XXXI., p. 127. 

PadideUa. — In Corsica, the little port attached to each of the 
towns or villages on the coast, which for safety or health were 
built on neighbouring hills, is called a Marino. Such is that of 
Padulella. There is a great want of harbours on this eastern coast 
of Corsica ; while the west coast boasts such fine havens as those 
of San Fiorenzo, Issola Rossa, and Ajaccio. 



Note XXXI., p. 128. 

Mortuary chapel. — Many Corsican families have their private 
burial-places, with little mortuary chapels, in various styles of 
architecture, on their own grounds, on the sides of the hills, or 
on the sea-shore. Surrounded with groves, or distinguished by 
groups of the funereal cypress, these buildings have often a 
striking effect in the landscape. 



Note XXXII., p. 128. 

Ftmeral repasts. — These feasts are still retained in many parts of 
Corsica. [As to funereal laments, see afterwards note XXXVII.] 



Note XXXIII., p. 142. 

Stain of blood. — "Mothers of families, whose husbands have 
been assassinated, preserve the dress of the deceased until their 
children grow up to manhood, and then show them the clothes 
tinged with the blood of their fathers, and exhort them to 
vengeance ; and in disputes with others, the latter taunt them " 
— the rimbecco of p. 90 of this Tale — "if they have not revenged 
themselves. Thus these unhappy children have no other 
alternative than to live dishonoured, or to destroy the mur- 
derers of their parents ; and they rush headlong into crime." — 
Benson's Sketches of Corsica. 



Note XXXIV., pp. 149 and 167. 

Notre Dame de Bastelica. — This sanctuary is situated in one 

of the wildest regions of Corsica, among the mountains at the 

head of the Gulf of Ajaccio. The \wxofc)o\A& -^VLgeim. had ,to 
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traverse forests, cross deep rivers, and even climb the great 
central chain by almost impracticable passes, in her toilsome 
journey of 60 or 70 miles to the shrine of the Madonna, under 
the old oaks and chesnuts of Bastelica. 



Note XXXV., p. 171. 

Sampiero was born at Bastelica in 1501. Nurtured in its 
wilds among the bold and hardy mountaineers, that " man of 
iron " became pre-eminent among the noble band of heroes who 
fought for the independence of Corsica. The shepherds of 
these mountains still religiously preserve his traditions. Having 
served with distinction in the Italian levy under Francis I. and 
Henry II. of France, Sampiero returned to Corsica, and assuming 
the command of the patriots, drove the Genoese out of the 
principal places in the island, which he ruled for three years. 
The murder of his wife, Vanina d'Ornano, the heiress of one of the 
most illustrious families in Corsica, left a deep stain upon Sam- 
piero's reputation ; the more so, as she fell a victim to his hatred 
of the Genoese, when on her way to solicit a pardon he spurned 
from the Senate. Retribution overtook the implacable Corsican, 
who was assassinated by his own lieutenant at the instigation 
of the Genoese. 



Note XXXVI., p. 171. 

Paoli. — Pasquale Paoli, born at Rostino on the 25th April, 
1725, was educated at Naples, where he shared the exile of bis 
father, Giacinto Paoli, one of the leaders of the Corsicans in 
their great struggle against the Genoese. Recalled to Corsica 
in 1755, he joined his brother Clem en te, a singular character, 
half monk, half soldier, and with him annihilated the power of 
the Genoese in the island, becoming its constitutional chief. 
Genoa having ceded her rights to France, he resisted for some 
time that more formidable Power, but was at length forced to 
take refuge in England, where, being well received, he resided 
from 1769 to 1789. Then the French revolution opened the 
way for his return to Corsica, the affairs of which, as a French 
department, he administered, till, disgusted at the excesses of 
the French revolution, he again asserted the independence of 
Corsica, and ultimately calling in the assistance of the English, 
drove out the French. Corsica was then united to the crown of 
England ; but jealousies arising, the English withdrew in 1796. 
Pasquale Paoli again became an exile, residing in London till 
his death, on the 25th February, 1807. He lies buried under a 
tomb in the churchyard of Old St. Pancras, and there is also a 
mural monument to the memory of the Corsican hero in West- 
minster Abbey. 
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NotbXXXVIL, p. 179. 

Imprecation, read Improvisation. — " The Corsicans " remarks 
Mr. Benson, " are great iraprovisatori, and I learnt that the 
verses recited by women at their funerals, although produced 
without premeditation, are frequently so expressive of sorrow, as 
to affect in a great degree the bystanders." — (Sketches of 
Corsica.) They are common also to the neighbouring island of 
Sardinia, and of such a character in cases of violent death as 
to stir up the passions to a bloody -vendetta. The funeral 
lamentations of the women, a custom alluded to in Scripture, form 
one of the many primitive usages alleged in proof of the Phoeni- 
cian origin of the early colonists of these islands. 



Note XXXVIII., p. 190. 

Buona ventura efigli maschi. "Luck and a boy," is also the 
nuptial toast in some parts of the north of England. 
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of Constantinople, who became a Convert to the Catholic Religion, 
and was baptized at Rome during the Holy Week of 1853. By an 
Eye- Witness. Small 8vo. 3d. 

INSTRUCTIVE AND AMUSING WORKS. 

Ailey Moore : a Tale of the Times. Showing 

how Evictions, Murder, and suchlike pastimes are managed, and jus- 
tice administered in Ireland, together with many stirring incidents 
in other lands. By Father Baptist. Small 8vo. 2s. 6d. cloth lettered. 
" We heartily recommend ' Ailey Moore.' " — Weekly Register. 
" Father Baptist has here given us a book which deserves, and will certainly 

obtain, a high place among the fictions of the day."— Tablet. 

" Is entitled to a place in the drawing-room of every cultivated lady, in the library 

of every scholar, and on the shelf of every artisan." — Cork Examiner. 

Brief Plea for the Old Faith, and the Old Times 

of Merrie England ; when Men had leisure for Life and time to Die. 
Addressed principally to the Industrial Classes of his fellow-country- 
men and women, by their sincere well-wisher, Frank F airplay. 
8vo. Is. 

The Dramas of Calderon: Tragic, Comic, and 

Legendary. Translated from the Spanish, principally in the metre 
of the original, by Denis Florence McCarthy, Esq., Barrister-at- 
Law. 2 vols, small 8vo. cloth lettered, 12s. 

Compitum ; or, the Meeting of the Ways at the 

Catholic Church. Books I. II. III. W. Second edition, with addi- 
tions ; together with an Appendix, containing translations of the 
Greek, Latin, and other quotations. Small Svo. cloth lettered, 6s. 
each volume. 

The Appendix, adapted to suit the first edition, Is. 6d« each. 

The same, Book VI. 5s. boards. 

The same, Book VII., completing the Work. 7s. 6d. boards. 

City of Diamonds ; or, The Eve of St. John. 2d. 
Conscience ; or, the Trials of May Brooke. An 

American Catholic Tale . By Mts. A, \l , TtoTOrerc « Yfcsaa AvW, 
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Edith Mortimer ; or, the Trials of Life at Mor- 
timer Manor. By Mrs. Parsons. 2s. 6d. cloth lettered. 

Elder's House ; or, the Three Converts. 18mo. Is. 
Eustace ; or, Self-devotion, a tale of the day. By 

Miss A. M. Stewart. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Faith, Hope, and Charity : a Tale of the Reign 

of Terror. Reprinted from the Lamp. Small 8vo. 2s. 6d. cloth lettered. 

Father Felix : a Tale. 18mo. cloth, Is. 
Father Oswald : a genuine Catholic Story. 12mo. 

2s. 6d. 

Fitz Alwyn, the First Lord Mayor of London, 

and the Queen's Knights, a Tale of the Drapers' Company. By Miss 
E. M. Stewart. Small 8vo. cloth, Is. 6d. 

Gerald ; or, Self and Self-conquest, a tale of the 

day. By Miss A. M. Stewart. Cloth, 3*. 6d 

Geraldine : a Tale of Conscience. By E. C. A. 

A New edition, 3 vols, in one. Small 8vo. cloth lettered, 3s. 6d. 

Julia Ormond ; or, the New Settlement. 18mo. Is. 
Justice and Mercy ; or, a Tale of All-Hallows' E'en. 

By Miss A. M. Stewart. Small 8vo. 3s. 6d. cloth, lettered. 

Kate Gearey ; or, Irish Life in London. A Tale 

of 1849. By Miss Mason. Small 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Lady Amabel and the Shepherd Boy ; or, the 

Recluse of Ryland Forest. By Miss £. M. Stewart Cloth, Is. 

Lazarine ; or, Duty once understood religiously 

fulfilled. Translated from the French hy F. G-. Lanoan. 18mo. Is. 6d. 

Legends of the Seven Deadly Sins. Cloth gilt, 3s. 
Legends of the Blessed Virgin. New Edition, 

cloth, gilt, 3s. 6d. 

Both translated from the French of J. Collin de Plancy ; ap- 
proved hy the late Archbishop of Paris, Monsignor Affre. 

Little Charley, a New Tear's Tale ; The Little 

Girl in White ; or, The Consecrated to the Blessed Virgin. Translated 
from the French by a Catholic Clergyman. Two Instructive Catholic 
Tales for Children, in one volume. 18 mo. cloth, 6d. 

The Little Wanderers, a Swiss Tale. By Miss 

E. M. Stewart Cloth, Is. 

Loretto ; or, the Choice.' An interesting and in- 
structive Catholic Tale. 18mo. cloth, limp,6d. ; fancy cloth, gilt, Is. 



{ 
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Louisa ; or, the Virtuous Villager. . 18mo. cloth, 

limp, 6d. ; fancy cloth, gilt, Is. 

Margaret Danvers ; or, the Bayadere. A NoveL 

By the Author of " Mount St. Lawrence.'' 5s. cloth lettered. 

" A novel, and a very clever one, reminding us of one of Miss Edgeworth'8 beat 
tales. . . . The best thing its author has yet published." — Bambler. 

" We cordially recommend it to our readers, as evincing talent, elegance, and 
ingenuity of a very high order, and one which cannot fail to add to the already high 
reputation of its author.'* — Union. 

" ' Margaret Danvers' is a well-constructed, clever performance, polished in style, 
and evincing considerable tact in the delineation of character." — The Standard. 

Memories of Rome. By Denis O'Donovan, Esq. 

Crown 8vo, 4s 6d. 

Mores Catholici : or, Ages of Faith. Eleven 

Books, in three very large vols, royal 8vo. handsomely boond in cloth, 

lettered and gilt, £3 1 8s. Or vols. II and III. separately, £\ Is. each. 

** It contains food for all minds. The wisest will find in it a strain of a high, clear, 
pure, and (in these days) a new philosophy. The historian and the antiquarian will 
find light thrown upon the manners of many times and many people." — Dublin 
Review. 

The same, large paper, 3 vols, royal 4to. for Notes and Illustrations. 

Published at £J 17s. 6d., only £* 14s. 6d. 

May Templeton, a Tale of Faith and Love. i2mo. 5s. 
The Mother of Mercy : a Theologico-Drama j or, 

a Scriptural Interlude. An Imitation of the Mediaeval Plays, Mys- 
teries, or Interludes. By Philo-Mtstery. 3d. 

Old Tree ; or, Filial Piety. A Tale. ] 8mo. A 

New Edition at Press. 

Oramaika ; or, the Cross in the Forest. An Indian 

Story. 12mo. cloth gilt, 3s. 

The Orphan of Moscow ; or, the Yctoing Gover- 
ness. A Catholic Tale. 3s 6d. 

The Pearl of the Chepe ; or, the Haberdasher's 

Daughter. By Miss £. M. Stewart. Cloth, Is. 

Preston Hall ; a Catholic House in 1580 and 1855, 

By the Author of" Stumpingford." Small 8vo. cloth, Is, 6d. 

Rosa of Tannenburg ; a Tale of the Olden Time, 

Translated from the German of Canon Schmidt. Small 8vo. 2s. 

A Search after Truth; or, Two Years in the 

Life of James Jordan, a Working Man. 'By Mrs. Parsons, Authoi 
of l * Thornherry Abbey," <fec. 1 8mo. cloth, 1 s. 6d. 

Sister of Charity (The). By Mrs. Anna H. Dorsey 

2 vols. 18mo. with Frontispiece, cVrik^a. 
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St Mary and her Times. A Poem in fourteen 

Cantos. By the Authoress of l * Geraldine." Crown 8vo. 3s. 

Sick Calls ; from the Diary of a Missionary 

Priest. By the Rev. Edward Price, M.A. Second edition, revised 
by the Author, in small 8 vo . price 3s. 6d. cloth lettered, or in separate 
Nos., price 3d. each, containing the following : 



No. 1, The Infidel 

„ 2. The Dying Banker. 

„ 3. The Strike ; and the 

Drunkard's Death. 

„ 4. Hilton Grange ; or, 

the Wanderer's Death. 

„ 5. The Miser's Death. 

„ 6. The Dying Shirt- 
maker. 

„ 7* The Magdalen. 



No. 8. The Merchant's Clerk. 

„ 9. The Destitute Poor; and 
the Death-beds of the 
Poor. 

„ 10. The Dying Burglar. 

„ 11. The Famished Needle- 
woman. 

„ 12. The Hospital ; the Broken 
Heart; the Cholera Pa- 
tient ; a Missioner's Sun- 
day Work. 

N.B.— Any of the above Tales can be had separately, 

Stewart (Agnes MX Stories of the Seven Virtues. 

Second edition, 32mo. cloth lettered, Is. 6d. containing : 

1. Humility ; or, Blanche Neville and the Fancy Fair. 

2. Liberality ; or, the Benevolent Merchant. 

3. Chastity ; or, the Sister of Charity. 

4. Meekness; or, Emily Herbert and the Victim of Passion. 

5. Temperance :or, Edward Ash ton. 

6. Brotherly Love ; or, the Sisters. 

7* Diligence ; or, Ethel Villiers and her Slothful Friend. 

Tears on the Diadem ; or, the Crown and the 

Cloister. By Mrs. Anna. H. Dorset. Cloth, Is. 

Thornberry Abbey ; a Tale of the Established 

Church. Cloth lettered, 2s. 6d. 

M It is one of the best little works, treating an important matter in a popular 
manner, we have recently met."— Broumson's Quarterly Review, 

Tyborne, and who went thither in the Days of 

Queen Elizabeth. A Sketch. By the Authoress of " Eastern Hospi- 
tals and English Nurses." oth, 3s. 

Young Communicants. By the Author of 

** Geraldine." New edition, 18mo. 6d, or in cloth lettered, Is. 

Zenosius ; or, the Pilgrim Convert. By the Rev. 

. C. C. Pise. 18mo. clotn, Is., 
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CONTROVERSIAL. 

The Canons and Decrees of the Sacred and 

(Ecumenical Council of Trent, celebrated under the Sovereign Pontiffs 
Paul III., Julius III., and Pins IV. Translated by the Re?. J. 
Waterworth. To which is prefixed Essays on the External and 
Internal History of the Council. Dedicated, by permission, to His 
Eminence Cardinal Wiseman, Archbishop of Westminster. In one 
large vol. 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

The Church of the Bible ; or, Scripture Testi- 
monies to Catholic Doctrines and Catholic Principles. Collected 
and considered in a Series of popular Discourses, addressed chiefly to 
non-Catholics, by the Very Rev. Frederick Oakeley, M.A., Priestof 
the Diocess of Westminster. Small 8vo. cloth lettered, 3s. 6d. 

These Discourses of Canon Oakeley were called for by the in- 
quiries of sundry respectable Protestants as to the doctrines of the 
Church ; and in them the Author proves, in a manner equally winning 
and convincing, that everything in the Bible is in accordance with the 
teaching of the Church, and all the dogmas and practice of the Church 
consistent with the text of the Scriptures. He also clearly shows that 
if the Protestants would only diligently and carefully attend to the 
contents of the Bible, they would inevitably arrive at the truths of the 
Catholic Church ; exemplifying tho results of such study in bis own 
person. 

Churches, Sects, and Religious Parties ; or, Some 

Motives for my Conversion to the Catholic Church. By a Master of 
Arts, formerly a Clergyman of the Established Church. Small Svo. 
cloth lettered, 2s. 6d. 

This is the record of the experiences of a gentleman lately in An- 
glican orders, whose peculiar position, as connected with a powerful 
organ of the' Established Church, gave him opportunities for observ- 
ing the manifold phases of Protestantism, both within and without 
the pale of the state institution. His exposition of the views of the 
various sectaries that have shot forth from the fallible foundations of 
a humanly-constwcted Church is painfully instructive; and the 
circumstance that his facts are plain and untinctured, renders them 
the more impressively remarkable. 

The Faith of Catholics on certain Points of Con- 
troversy, confirmed by Scripture, and attested by the Fathers of the 
first five centuries of the Church. Compiled by the Rev. J. Bbju 
ihotoit and the Rev. J. Kirk. Third edition, revised and greatly 
enlarged by the Rev. J. Waterworth. 3 vols. 8vo.21s. cloth lettered 

The Catechism of the Council' of Trent. Trans- 

hted into English by the Rev. 3 .Ito*<HfcK > D&. &to n cloth, 7s. 
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Uhalloner (Bishop ). The Catholic Christian in- 
structed in the Sacrifice, Sacraments, and Ceremonies of the Church. 
18mo. good edition, cloth. Is. 

Grounds of the Catholic Doctrine contained in the Profession of 

Faith by Pius IV., 18xno. 4d. 

— Grounds of the Old Religion, or some general arguments in favour 

of the Catholic Apostolic Roman Commu nion . 1 8mo. bound, 3s . 6d . 
— • Touchstone of the Reformed Gospel, or Sixty Assertions of the 
Protestants disproved by Scripture alone. 18mo. 3d. 

The Divinity of Jesus Christ demonstrated from 

the Holy Scriptures, and from the Doctrine of the Primitive Church 
By the Rev. J. Barnard. 12mo. sewed, Is. 6d. 

The Essence of Religious Controversy contained 

in a Series of Observations on a Protestant Catechism. By the Rev. 
W. H. Coombbs, D.D. 8vo. boards, 4s. 6d. 

Gother (John). Papist misrepresented and repre- 
sented ; or, A Twofold Character of Popery. A new stereotype 
edition, with a preface and notes on the Catholic and Protestant rules 
of faith, and an appendix. 18xno, sewed, 6d. 

The Falsehood of Protestantism demonstrated. An 

Essay. By Mgr. J. B. Malou, Bishop of Bruges. Second edition, 
revised and enlarged ; with a Reply to the Belgian Missionary Chris- 
tian Church established at Brussels. Translated from the French. 
Is. sewed, or Is. 6d. cloth lettered. 

Hay's (Right Rev. Dr.) Sincere Christian instructed 

in the Faith of Christ from the Written Word. 1 8mo. cloth, 2s. 4d. 

Hay's Devout Christian. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 4d. 
Hay's Pious Christian. 18mo. cloth. Reprinting. 
Hay's Scripture Doctrine of Miracles Displayed. 

2 vols. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 

Huddleston (John). A Short and Plain Way to 

the Church, composed many years since by Richard Huddleston, of 
the Order of St. Benedict; to which is annexed King Charles the 
Second's Papers, found in his closet, with an account of what occurred 
on his death-bed in regard to Religion ; and a Summary of Occurrences 
relating to his Miraculous Preservation after his defeat at Worcester. 
8vo. sewed, Is. 6d. 

Keenan (Rev. Stephen) Controversial Catechism ; 

or, Protestantism refuted and Catholicism established by an appeal 
to the Holy Scriptures, the testimony of the Holy Fathers, and the 
dictates of Reason ; in which such portions of Scheffmacher's Cate- 
chism as suit modern Controversy are embodied. Revised, and 
enlarged. 12mo. sewed, Is. 6d. A few copies remaining in cloth, 2s. 
A new edition at Press. 
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Herbert (Mrs.) and the Villagers ; or, Familiar 

Conversations on the Principal Dories of Christianity. 2 vols, in one, 
18mo. cloth, 2s. 4d. 

Mac Hale (The Most Rev. John, Archbishop of 

Tuam). Evidences and Doctrines of the Catholic Church, showing 
that the former are no less convincing than the latter are propitious 
to the Happiness of Society. 8vo. cloth, 6s. 

Manning's Moral Entertainments. 12mo. 3s. 6d. 
Manning's Celebrated Answer to Leslie's u Case 

Stated." 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Manning's England's Conversion and Reformation 

Compared. 18mo. hound, Is. 6d. 

Milner (Rt. Rev. Dr.). End of Religious Con- 
troversy. New edition, with additional Letters from the "Vindi- 
cation," and " Apostolic Tree. 1 ' 12mo. cloth, 3s. Another edit, Is. 

Moore (Thomas). Travels of an Irish Gentleman 

in Search of a Religion, with Notes and Illustrations. A New edition, 
with a Biographical and Literary Introduction. By James Burke, 
Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Small 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Mumford (Rev J.) The Question of Questions, 

which, rightly resoled, resolves all other Questions in Religion. 
12mo.2s. 

Poynter's (R. R. Dr.) Christianity ; or, Evidences 

and Characters of the Christian Religion. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 

Self-Destruction of the Protestant Church ; or, 

Her Articles, Canons, and Book of Common Prayer, giving a Death- 
blow to each other. Addressed to all those of her Clergy who pre- 
sume to attack the Catholic Church. By the Rev. John Perry. 

New edition, 2d. 

Symbolism ; or, Exposition of the Doctrinal Dif- 
ferences hetween Catholics and Protestants, as evidenced by their 
symbolical writings. By John A. Moehler, D.D. Translated 
from the German, with a Memoir of the Author, preceded by an 
Historical Sketch of the State of Protestantism and Catholicism in 
Germany for the last hundred years. By J. B. Robertson, Esq. In 
2 vols. 8vo. 12s. 

Walsingham (Francis), Deacon of the Ptotestant 

Church. A Search made into Matters of Religion before his change 
to the Catholic. Wherein is related how first he fell into his 
doubts, and how, for final resolution thereof, he repaired unto his 
Majesty, who remitted him to the L. of Canterbury, and he to other 
learned men; and what the issue was of all those Conferences. 
Crown 8vo. 5s. 
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RITUAL AND CEREMONIAL. 

Ceremonial according to the Roman Rite. Trans- 
lated from the Italian of Joseph Baldeschi, Master of Ceremonies 
of the Basilica of St. Peter at Rome, with the Pontifical Offices of a 
Bishop in his own diocese, compiled from the " Caeremoniale £pisc<>- 
pornm ; " to which are added various other Functions and copious 
explanatory Notes ; the whole harmonized with the latest Decrees 
of the Sacred Congregation of Rites. By the Rev. J. D. Hilariu* 
Dale. New edition, 8vo, clothy7*» 

Ceremonial for the Use of the Catholic Churches 

in the United States of America. 12mo. cloth, 4s. 6d. 

Hierurgia; or, Transubstantiation, Invocation of 

Saints, Belies, and Purgatory, besides those other articles of Doctrine 
set forth in the Holy Sacrifice of Mass, expounded; and the Use of 
Holy Water, Incense, and Images, the Ceremonies, Vestments, and 
Ritual employed in its celebration among the Latins, Greeks, and 
Orientals. Illustrated from Paintings, Sculptures, and Inscriptions 
found in the Roman Catacombs, or belonging to the earliest Ages of 
Faith. By D. Rock, D.D. Second edition, with additions, and 
Illustrated with fifteen Engravings, and above thirty Woodcuts. In 
one large vol. 8vo. (nearly 600 pages) cloth lettered, 12s. 

Instructions on the Prayers and Ceremonies of 

the Sacrifice of the Mass. Translated from the French of Per* 
Cochin, and arranged for each Sunday throughout the year, by W. J . 
Walter, late of St Edmund's College. Two vols, in one, 12mo.2s. t>d. 

Kyriale ; or, Ordinary of Mass. Containing the* 

"Kyrie," "Gloria," "Credo," "Sanctus," and " Agnus Dei," ac- 
cording to the different Feasts and Sundays of the Year. With Grego 
rian Chants in modern notation, for the Use of Catholic Choirs and 
Congregations. 12mo. 2»\ 6d. 

Manual of Instructions on Plain Chant, or Grego- 
rian Music, with Chants, as used in Rome, for High Mass, Vespers 
Complin, Benediction, Holy Week, and the Litanies. Compiled 
chiefly from Alfieri and Berti; with the approbation of the Right 
Rev. Vicars Apostolic. By the Rev. J. Jones. Beautifully printed 
in red and black type, small 4to. 2s. 
'* We have carefully examined every part, and have found all most accurate and 
conformable to authentic models. Me sincerely hope, therefore, that it will be uni- 
versally adopted as the standard in singing at the altar and in the church." — Dublin 
Review. 

"A perfect vade-mecum for the Priest and the Choir, where the Gregorian Chant 
is preferred, as it al ways ought to be, to the authorized variety which prevails in 
most of our chapels and churches. The book is very neatly, nay, beautifully 
printed."— Tablet. 

Selections from Merati on the Ceremonies of the 

Church. Translated % into English. l2mo. cloth, boaxds^ U. &<L 
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St. Charles Borromeo's Instructions on Ecclesi- 
astical Building. Translated from the original Latin, and annotated 
by George J. Wigley, M.R.I.B.A., Architect of the Church of II 
Santissimo Redentore, Rome, «fec. ; Author of " Archaeological 
Studies in Jerusalem;" President of tl?e Architectural Assodados, 
London. With lllastrations by Samuel J. Nicholl, M JL.I11.Ah 
Architect. Dedicated, by kind permission, to his Eminence Cardinal 
Wiseman. In 1 vol. royal 12mo. 5s. 

Sacristan's Manual ; or, Handbook of Church 

Furniture, Ornament, <fec. Harmonized with the most approved 
Commentaries on the Roman Ceremonial and latest Decrees of the 
Sacred Congregation of Rites. By the Rot. J. D. Hilariu* Dau, 
8vo, new edition, with numerous additions, cloth, 2s. 

Strangers' Guide at High Mass. Containing the 

Ordinary of the Mass in Latin and English, with a few words of 
Instruction to Protestant Visitors. Royal 18mo. 4d. 



EDUCATIONAL. 
Ancient History, from the Dispersion of the Sons 

of Noe to the Battle of Actium and Change of the Roman Republic 
into an Empire. By Peter Fredet, D.D., Professor of History in 
St Mary's College, Baltimore. Fifth edition, carefully revised and 
enlarged, half bound, leather back, 12mo. 4s. 

Modern History, from the Coming of Christ, and 

the Change of the Roman Republic into an Empire, to the year of 
our Lord 1850. By Peter Fredet, D.D., Professor of History in fit 
Mary's College, Baltimore. Twelfth edition, enlarged and improved, 
half bound, leather back, 12mo. 4s. 

A Compendium of Ancient and Modern History, 

with Questions, adapted to the use of Schools and Academies ; also, 
an Appendix, con taming the Declaration of Independence, the Con* 
stitution of the United States, a Biographical Sketch of Eminent 
Personages, with a Chronological Table of Remarkable Events, 
Discoveries, Improvements, <fec, from the Creation to the year (860. 
By M. I. Kerney. Tenth edition, large 12mo. half bound, 4s. 6d. 

Arithmetic; its Principles and Practice. By 

J abies W. Kavanaoh (late Head Inspector of National Schosl* 
Ireland). l*2mo, cloth, price 2s. 

Catechisms. — Abridgment of Christian Doctrine, 

id. ' 

Catechism (The), or Christian Doctrine ; bj 

Way of Question and Answer. Illustrated by the Sacred Textani 
Tradition, Composed by the "Rev. X. Citaronu %4mo. bound, U 
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Catechetical Instructions on the Doctrines and 

Worship of the Catholic Church. By the Rev. Dr. Linoard. New 
edition, 6d. in wrapper ; cloth, 9d. 

Thi« work contains a short exposition of Catholic Doctrine and 
Catholic practice, with the chief authorities on which that doctrine 
and practice are founded. 

"A beautiful little volume, written with all that sobriety of style, power of 
language, and force of logic, for which the", venerable author is remarkable."—- Tablet. 



DOLMAN'S CATECHISMS. 

Catechism of the History of England. By a 

Lady. 6d. 

" Talbot House School, Richmond. 
** Mr dsab Sir— I have been using jour little Catechism of the History of 
England for some time past at my establishment. I have found it more useful than 
any of the kind I have ever met with, and shall be happy to recommend the work 
whenever 1 shall have an opportunity. You may make use of my name to that effect 
in any way you think proper. 

«• Tours faithfully, 

" W. D. Kknxy." 

Catechism of the History of France. 6d. 
Catechism of ^he History of Germany. By A. M. S. 

J8mo. 6d. 

** It is Catholic, extremely well-condensed, lucid, and full enough for the purpose 
of an introductory outline.'* — Tablet. 

Catechism of Spain and Portugal. 6d. 
Catechism of Mythology. By R. O. 18mo. 6d. 

N.B.— These Catechisms, being all written by Catholics, can be 
safely recommended for the use of schools. 



Catechism of Perseverance, abridged. By the 

Abbe* Gaume. Translated by Lucy Ward, with the approbation of 
the Right Rev. Dr. Hogarth, Bishop of Hexham. Small 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
sewed, or 3s. cloth lettered. 

Gaume (Abbe). Paganism in Education. From 

the French of " Le Ver Rongeur des Societes Modernes." Trans- 
lated by Robert Hill, Esq. Cloth, 2s. 

Geography and Sacred History of Syria, including 

Ancient Phoenicia, Palestine, or the Holy Land, with Idomea, made 
interesting. To which are added, interesting questions on the Geo- 
graphy, HiNtory, <fec, of the country of the Punjaub. By James J . 
Gaskin, Author of " European Geography and History made in- 
teresting.*' 6d. 
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Irish Made Easy ; or, a Practical Irish Grammar. 

By the Author of <* O'-Brennan's Ireland!." Cloth, 2s. 

Juvenile Companion to the Atlas, with some 

Historical Notes. 18mo, cloth, !s. 6d. 

A New English Grammar, calculated to perfect 

Students in the knowledge of Grammar, Parsing, Derivation, and the 
Principles of Composition. By M. D. Kavanagh, of University 
College, London. Cloth, Is. 

A New Latin Grammar, calculated to perfect 

Students in Etymology, Syntax (including Subjunctive Mood) 
Principles of Prose, Composition, and Prosody. By M. D. Kavanagh. 
Cloth, Is. 6d. 

The Physical and Historical Geography of the 

British Empire. In Four Parts. A new and greatly improved 
edition. By D. C. MacCarthy* Certificated Teacher, . The Colonial 
Geography occupies forty-four pages, and with other improvement*, 
a new and copious Alphabetical Index has been added. 336 pages, 
8vo, price 2s. 6d. 
" Tour excellent Geography."— The Cardinal Archbithop of Westminster. 

Poor Man's Catechism ; or, the Christian Doc- 
trine < explained ; with suitable admonitions. By the Rev. John 
Anselm Mannock, O.S.B. A new edition, revised and corrected, 
with a Memoir of the Author. Is. 
"A careful and elegant edition of this most useful work."— Tablet. 

Practical Catechism on the Sundays, Feasts, and 

Fasts of the whole year. 1 8mo. bound, Is. New edition at press. 

Public Lectures on some Subjects of Ancient 

and Modern History, Delivered before the Catholic University of 
Ireland, by James Burton Robertson, Esq., Professor of Modern 
History, Translator of F. Schlegel's " Philosophy of History,'" and 
of Moehler's " Symbolism." Price 4s, 6d. 

Reading Lessons for the Use of Schools : a New 

Series, from Words of Two Syllables upwards ; in tablet form. By a 
Catholic Clergyman. Fifty* six Lessons, 2s. 6d. the Set. 

Reeve's History of the Bible. Best edition, illus- 
trated with 230 Woqd*engravings. 12mo. 2s. 8d. . 

Reeve's General History of the Christian Church, 

from the earliest establishment to the present Century. 8vo. cloth, 
4s. 6d. 

The Simplicity of the Creation ; or, the Astrono- 
mical Monument of the Blessed Virgin. A New Theory of the Solar 
System, Thunderstorms, Waterspouts, Aurora Boreaiis, <&c, and the 
Tides. By William Adolph. CXo&l-j &*.&&. 
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WORKS OF DEVOTION AND MEDITATION, 
Challoner/s (Bishop) Meditations for Every Day 

in the Year. 12tpo . bound, 2s. 8d. 

Challoner. Think well on't ; or, Reflections on 

the Great Troths of Religion. Sewed, 2d. 

Children of Mary. — Jesus speaking to the hearts 

of the Children of Mary. Translated from the French, by Rev. 
Andrew Byrne, translator of" The Hand that leads to Heaven," (fee. 
18mo. limp, 6d. 

Devotion of Calvary ; or, Meditations on the 

Passion of oor Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. From the French of 
Father J. Crasset, of the Society of Jesus. 18mo. Is. 

Dialogue of Comfort against Tribulation, made 

by the virtuous, wise, and learned man, Sir Thomas More, some 
time Lord Chancellor of England, which he wrote in the Tower of 
London, anno 1534. Crown ovo. boards, 2s. 6d. 

Documents of Christian Perfection. Composed 

by the Venerable and Famous Father Paul, of St. Magdalen (Henry 
Heath), of the Seraphic Order of the Friars Minor at Douay, crowned 
with martyrdom at London. April 1 ltb, 1643. Translated out of the 
Sixth and last Latin edition into English, published at Douay in 
1674, and Illustrated with a Portrait of Father PauL 18mo. 2s. o*d. 

Duties and Happiness of Domestic Service ; or, a 

Sister of Mercy giving Instructions to the Inmates of the House of 
Mercy placed under her care. 18mo. cloth lettered, Is. 6d. 

! Elevation of the Soul to God, by means of 

Spiritual Considerations and Affections. Royal 32mo. cloth, Is. 4d. 

Eucharistica ; or, a Series of Pieces, Original and 

! Translated, on the Most Holy Sacrament of the Eucharist. By the 

Most Rev. W. Walsh, Archbishop of Halifax. 12mo, cloth gilt, 
! 3s. 6d. 

The Following of Christ. Translated by Bishop 

Challoner. With Reflections and a Prayer at the end of each 
Chapter. Translated from the French by the Rev. James Johes* A 
new edition, cloth lettered, Is. 6d. 

The Holy Mass ; or, A Treatise Explanatory of 

the Most Holy and Adorable Sacrifice of the Mass. Translated 
from the Italian of the Most Rev. Anthony Martini, Archbishop of 
Florence. To which are annexed the Prayers at Mass, <fec, and 
Epistles and Gospels, by Rev. A. Byrne. Royal 32mo. 

Francis de Sales (St.) Introduction to a Devout 

Life. Another edition, royal 32mo. Is. 
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Imitation of the Child Jesus ; being a Series of 

Instructions for Children in the form of a Dialogue. Translated from 
the French by an Irish Catholic Mother. Price 6<L in a wrapper, or 
Is. cloth, gilt edges. 

[mitation of Christ ; in four books. By Thomas 

a Kempi8. Translated from the original, by the Rurht Rev. Dr. 
Challoner, V.A., to which are added, Practical Reflections and 
Prayers at the end of each chapter; with a Life of the Author. 
Printed on fine paper, demy 32mo. cloth, 8d. ; embossed, roan, Is.; 
cape morocco, Is. 6d. 

The Glories of Mary. Translated from the 

Italian of St. Alphonsus M. Liguori, nnder the direction of the Re- 
demptorist Fathers of the Congregation of the Holy Redeemer, with 
the approbation of the Most Rev. Archbishop of New York. 1 vol 
lGmo, nearly 700 pages, cloth gilt, 4s. 6d. ; cloth, extra, gilt edges, 6s a 

Glories of the Blessed Virgin Mary. Cloth, Is. 
Glories of Mary, complete edition. 2 vols, 18mo, 

cloth, 3s. 

The Glory of Mary in conformity with the Word 

of God ; an Exposition of the Scripture Arguments for the Doctrine 
and Practice of the Catholic Church in regard to the Blessed Virgin. 
By the Rev. J. Stothert. Small 8vo. cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

Eebdomas Mariana ; or, a Series of Devotions for 

every Day in the Week, in Honour of the Most Glorious Virgin 
Mother of God, in order to obtain the Grace of a happy Death. 
New edition, 48mo. Id. 

Jesus Speaking to the Heart of the Children of 

Mary. From the French. 18mo. 6d. 

Liguori's Way of Salvation. 12mo. cloth, Is. 
St. Liguori's Power of Mary ; being a Paraphrase 

of 'the Salve Regtna. By St. Alphonsus M. Liguori. Cloth, limp, 6d. 

St. Liguori on the Salvation of Man ; or, The 

Admirable Economy of Divine Providence in Saving Man through 
the means of Jesus Christ, translated from the Italian by a Catholic 
Priest. 18mo. limp, 6d. 

Man Seeking and Securing his Last End by 

uniting Meditation with his Daily Employments. By the Rev. J. 
Perry. Sewed, 8d. New edition. 

Martyn (Rev. F.). History of Tobias, in Homilies 

adapted to the generality of Christians living in the World. I2ino. 
2s. 6d. 
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New Month of Mary ; or, Meditations for each 

Day of the Month, on the different Titles applied to the Holy Mother 
of God in the Litany of Loretto ; principally designed for the Month of 
May. By the Most Rev. Peter Richard Ken rick. Archbishop of 
St, Louis. A new edition. To which is added, an Explanation of 
the Doctrine and Definition of the Immaculate Conception ; with a 
Meditation by the Very Rev. Frederick William Faber, D.D., 
Priest of the Oratory ; the Little Office of the Immaculate Con- 
ception ; Ordinary of the Mass in Latin and English ; and other 
Prayers. Royal 32mo. Is. sewed. Is. 6d. cloth. 

Month of Mary ; or, the Month of May. Dedi- 
cated to the Mother of God. 18mo. 2d. ; in boards, 6d. 

Pagani, Rev. J. B. (General of the Order of 

Charity). The Science of the Saints in Practice. Vol. I., January, 
February, and March. Small 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Ditto, Vol. II., for April May, and June. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Ditto, Vol. III., for July, August, and September. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Vol. IV., for October, November, and December, at press— nearly 
readjy. 

The End of the World ; or, the Second 

Coming of Our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. Small 8vo. cloth 
lettered, 4s. 6d. 

Principles of a Christian Life, translated from the 

Latin of Cardinal Bona. By the Rev. Andrew Byrne, translator of 
'* The Hand that Leads to Heaven." 6d. 

Rules of a Christian Life, selected from the most 

Spiritual Writers ; with Letters on Matrimony ; on the Choice of a 
State of Life ; and on Mosaic Institutions, <fec. <fec. By the Rev. C. 
Premord. 2 vols. 12mo~ boards, 7s. 

The Sinner's Conversion Reduced to Principles. 

By Father Francis Saluzar, of the Society of Jesus. Arranged ac- 
cording to the method of the Spiritual Exercises of St. Ignatius of 
Loyola. 18mo, fancy cloth, gilt edges, Is., limp, 6d. 

Sinners' Guide ; being a full and ample Exhorta- 
tion to the Pursuit of Virtue. 12mo, bound, 3s. 6d. 

Soul on Calvary, meditating on the Sufferings of 

Jesus Christ, &c. 12mo, best edition, large print, 2s. 

Spiritual Combat. To which is added, the 

Peace of the Soul, <fec. 18mo, 6d. 

Sufferings of our Lord Jesus Christ. By Father 

Thomas of Jesus. A correctly printed edition. Crovrn, 8vo. cloth, 3s. 
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0txmom. 

A ppleton CKev. James). Discourses for all the 

Sundays and Festivals of the Year, on the various Duties of Religion 
as taught by the Catholic Church. 8vo., 6s. 

Archer (Rev. J., D.D.) Sermons on various Moral 

and Religions subjects, for all the Sundays, and some of the princi- 
pal Festivals of the Year. 2 vols, foolscap 8vo. 4s. 

■ Sermons for Festivals, 

and a Second Series of Sermons for every Sunday in the Year, 
2 vols. 8vo. 12s. 

Bourdaloue (Pere). Sermons and Moral Pis- 

cources on the important Duties of Christianity. Translated from 
the French, by the Rev. A. Carroll, S.J. 8vo. price 6s. 

Gahan's Sermons and Moral Discourses for all 

the Sundays and principal Festivals of the Year. 8vo. cloth, 6s. 

Liguori (St.). Sermons for all the Sundays in 

the Year. Translated from the Italian by a Catholic Clergyman. 
Cloth, 6s. 

MacCarthy, Abbe (the celebrated Irish Preacher 

in France). Sermons Translated from the French, with a Notice of 
his Life and Character. By C. Mahont. 8vo. price 8s. 

Massillon's Sermons for all the Sundays and Fes- 
tivals throughout the Year. Translated from the French by the 
Rev. Edward Peach. 8vo. price 6s. 

Morony (Rev. Joseph). Exhortations and Ser-, 

mons for all the Sundays and Festivals of the Year, on the Sacred 
Mysteries and most important Truths of the Christian Religion. 
8vo. price 6s. 

Peach (Rev. E.). A Series of Familiar Dis- 
courses for every Sunday and Festival of the Year. 8vo. cloth, 9s. 

Perry (Rev. J.) Practical Sermons for all the 

Sundays and Holidays of the Year. Small 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

— Second Series of Practical Ser- 
mons for all the Sundays of the Year. Small 8ro. price 3s. 6d. 

Promptuary ; or, Matter for Preaching : dis- 
tributed in form of Twenty- Four Meditations, according to the 
method of St. Ignatius; suitable for Retreats, for Sermons on 
Sundays, and other occasions. 4to. Is. 6d. 
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Three Sermons on the Foundations of Religion. 

By the Rev. N. Rig by, of Ugthorpe. Price Is. 

White (Rev. T.) Sermons for every Sunday, 

and principal Festivals of the Year. Selected by Dr. Lingard. 8vo* 
8s. 6d. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 

The Catholic in the Workhouse. Popular State- 
ment of the Law as it affects him ; the Grievances it occasions, with 
practical Suggestions for Redress. By Charles A. Russell, Barris- 
ter- at-law. Price Is. 

Dolman's Magazine. Vols. I. to IV. March, 1845, 

to December, 1846. 8vo. cloth, 21s. 

— Vols. VI. VII. VIII. July, 

1 847, to December, 1 848. 8vo. cloth, 6s. each. 

New Series, January to 



August, 1849. 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

United with " The Orthodox 



Journal" under the title of " The Weekly Register," from the 4th 
August, 1849, to the 26th January, 1850, containing 18 Illustrations 
of Catholic Churches, <fec. Royal 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

• # * This Volume is very suitable for Reading Rooms or Lending 
Libraries. 

Dublin Review. Vols. I. to XVI. This Periodical, 

from the Commencement in 1836, down to June, 1844, inclusive, 
published at £9 12s. in Parts, is now offered, in sets of 16 vols, half 
cloth, for only £'& 4s. 

Irish in England (Th*e). By the Rev. Dr. Todd. 

Reprinted from the " Dublin Review," with additions. 4d. 

Ecclesiastical Map of England and Wales, showing 

the Position of the Catholic Churches, Chapels, Colleges, and Religious 
Houses, with the Boundaries of the Archdiocess and the Diocesses ; 
with a Plan of London, showing the Position of the Catholic Churches, 
&c. ; together with a complete list of the Towns in which Catholic 
Churches are established. On a large sheet, printed in red and 
black. Price 3s. plain, or 4s. coloured. 

• # * This Map can be mounted on canvas and rollers, or folded op 
in a case. 
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The Foundations of Beligion Explained ; for the 

use of Young and Old. By the Rev. James Balmez. Translated 
from the Spanish by the Rev. Canon Dalton. Price 8d. 

Gems from Catholic Poets, with several beautiful 

portraits, and a Biographical and Literary Introduction. By James 
Burke, Esq., Barrister-at-law. In neat cloth, Is. 

Illustrations of the Corporal and Spiritual Works 

of Mercy, in Sixteen Designs engraved in outline, with descriptive 
anecdotes in four languages, and a Sketch of the Order of Mercy, by 
a Sister of the Religious Order of Our Lady of Mercy. 1 vol. oblong 
4to. doth lettered, 10s. 6d. 

Third and Fourth Series of the United Irishmen, 

their Lives and Times, with several additional Memoirs and Au- 
thentic Documents, heretofore unpublished ; the whole matter newly 
arranged and revised. By Richard R. Madden, F.R. C.S., ENG., 
M.R.I.A. At Press. 

Mahometanism in its Eelation to Prophecy ; or, 

an Inquiry into the Prophecies concerning Antichrist, with some 
reference to their bearing on the events of the present day. By 
Ambrose Lisle Phillips, Esq., of Grace Dieu Manor. Small 8vo. 
cloth, 4s. 6d. 

Massacre at the Carmes (The), in 1792 ; when 

an Archbishop, Two Bishops, and about Two Hundred Priests 
suffered Martyrdom for the Faith. By Robert Belany, M.A. 
8vo, 2s. 6d. 

Montalembert (Count). Catholic Interests in the 

Nineteenth Century. 8vo. 1 s. 

Pius IX. and Lord 

Palmerston. 8vo. 6d. • 

Morus. By K. H. Digby, Esq. Original edition. 

8vo, boards, reduced to 6s. 

*,* This volume was reprinted verbatim as the third book of the 
" Broadstone of Honour ; or, the True Sense and Practice of Chi- 
valry," now entirely out of print, and very rare. 

O'Brien (Rev. Dr.) The Church and the Country. 

A Series of Lectures. Cloth, Is. Also, 

Lecture the First — " On the Dangers and Duties of the Men of 
-, \his Generation." 3d. 

Lecture the Third— •" The Iron, Ctandt ot \\a Middle Age." 6d. 
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Patterson (James Laird, M.A.) A Journal of a 

Tour in Egypt, Palestine, Syria, and Greece ; with Notes, and an 
Appendix on Ecclesiastical Matters. Demy 8vo. with numerous 
Plates, cloth lettered, 12s. 

The Patrons of Erin ; or, the Lives of St. Patrick 

and St. Brigid. By the Rev. Dr. Todd. In small 8vo. cloth, Is. 

The People's Books. 

1. The Life and Times of Daniel O'Connell, price Id. 

2. The History and Antiauities of Christmas, Id. 

3. The Housewife's own Book, Id. 

4. The Life, Times, and Character of Cardinal Wolsey ; with brief 

notices of the English Cardinals from the Reformation to the 
present time, including His Eminence Cardinal Wiseman, 
Archbishop of Westminster, edited by T. E. Bradley (a 
doable number), 2d. 

Protestant Doctrine of Justification and Soheme 

of Salvation Philosophically confuted, in Sixteen Articles. By 
Charles Cholmondeley (an English Catholic). 8vo. boards, 5s. 

Pugin (A. Welby). A Treatise on Chancel 

Screens and Rood Lofts. Their Antiquity, Use, and Symbolic Sig- 
nification. Illustrated with many Figures, copied on stone from 
drawings by the Author. 4to. half morocco, gilt extra, 10s. 6d. 

This Work contains the following matter : 

1. Of the inclosure of Choirs, from the early ages of the Church to 
the present century. 

2. Of the Jube', or Rood Loft, its use, form, and construction, with 
remarkable examples in English and Foreign Cathedrals, Abbatial 
and Collegiate Churches. 

3. Of open Screens in Parochial Churches and lateral Chapels, with 
examples. 

4. Of the Causes which have led to the partial destruction of Screend 
and Rood Lofts. 

5. Of the Four Classes of Ambonoclasts — Calvinist, Pagan, Revo* 
lutionary, and Modern. 

6. An Apology for the present Revival of Screens. 

# * # This is the last literary work of the ever-to-be-regretted \|^ 
Pugin, and was published but a short time preceding the peti 
when the talented author was seized with his malady. ^* 



The Present State of E<*< 



siastical Architecture in England. With 36 Illustrations, t*^*^S 
lished from the " Dublin Review." 8vo. cloth, 6s. 6d. ^> 
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Pugin (A. Welby). Contrasts; or, a I 

between the Noble Edifice* of tbe Middle Ages and com 
Building) of the Present Day, Kiting forth the Present 
Pure Taste. Accompanied by appropriate text. Second ec 
Urged. 4to, cloth lettered, £\ Is. 

Apology for the Kev 

Christian Arcbitectnre (forming a Supplement to the "Trt 
pies") with 10 large etchings by the Author. India pr 
morocco, nniform with the preceding, small 4to. 10s. 6d. 

Roman Catacombs (The) ; or, SomeAcco 

the Burial-places of tbe Early Christians in Rome, with 1 
various Illustration*. By the Rev. J. Spehcer Nohtbcoi 
taining a description of their Origin, History, Paintings, an 
rions. New and revised edition. Small 8so. cloth lettered 

Serjeant (John). Account of the Chapter 

ed by William, Titular Bishop of Cbalcedon, and Ordinary 
land and Scotland. By John SehJbsnt, Canon and Secret 
Chapter. With Preface and Notes, by William Turn hi 
F.S.A. 8ro. cloth. 3s. Si. 

The Life and Institute of the Jesuits. I 

Rev. Father de RtviGKAK, of the Company of Jeans, 
translated from the fourth edition of tbe French. By Churl* 
13mo. Ii. fld. 

An Unlooked-for Conversion. By H. P. S 

Brother of the Little Orator;.') 6d. 

The Winchester Pamphlets. 

No. 1. The Delusions and Superstitions of the Irish 
discussed in a Series of Letters between the Rev. C. Bowel 
Rev. J. Coningridge, of Winchester. Crown 8vo. la. 

No. 9. Letter to the Editor of The Hampshire Chroni 
Res. J. Collin Q hi dob, regarding the Winchester Nans 
Baroness de Camin — Luther and St. Baal— Tbe Church of 
and the " Te Denm." Crown, 8vo, Is. 
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C$e &olj) Scriptures. 

The Holy Bible, translated from the Latin Vul- 
gate, diligently compared with the Hebrew, Greek, and other 
editions, in divers languages. The Old Testament, first published 
by the English College at Douay, A.D. 1609 ; and the New Testa- 
ment, first published by the English College at Rheims, A.D. 1582. 
With annotations, references, and an historical and chronological 
index. Published with the approbation of the Right Rev. Dr. 
Denvir, Bishop of Down and Connor. Beautifully printed in super 
royal 32nto. embossdd roan, sprinkled edges, 2s. 6d. j or 3s. gilt edges. 

The same edition, illustrated with 8 beautiful Engravings from 
the beat Masters, bound in French morocco, 4s. 6d. ; or extra gilt 
6a. 6d. 

The same in Turkey morocco, 6s. ; or extra gilt, 7s. ; also kept 
in various styles of elegant binding, suitable for presents. 

The Holy Bible, translated from the Latin Vul- 

e, with Annotations, References, and an Historical and Chrono- 
tal Index. Stereotype edition, with Episcopal Approbation. On 
fine paper, royal 8vo. morocco, 1 6s. 

Another edition, handsomely printed on fine paper, imperial 8vo. 
with plates. Handsomely bound in calf extra, j6*1 Is. 

Reeve's History of the Bible. Best edition, illus- 
trated with 233 Wood-engraving's. !2mo, 2s 8d. 

The New Testament, with Episcopal Appro- 
bation. Stereotype edition, 12mo, bound, Is. 6d. Another edition, 
18mo. bound, Is. ; Cape morocco, gilt, 2s. 6d. 

The New Testament, with Annotations from Drs. 

Witham and Challoner. 4to, large type, with Illustrations, printed 
at Manchester, 1816, cloth gilt, only 5s. 

The Pictorial New Testament, illuminated after 

Original Drawings, by W. H. Hewett. Royal 8vo. cloth gilt, 12s. 6d. 

A New Version of the Four Gospels; with 

Notes, critical and explanatory. By the Rev. Dr. Lingard. 8vo. 
boards, 5s. 

The Bible : its Use and Abuse ; or, an Inquiry 

into the Results of the Respective Doctrines of the Catholic and Pro- 
testant Churches, relative to the Interpretation of the Word of God. 
By the Rev. Paul Maclachlan. Foolscap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Holy Scriptures ; their* Origin, Progress, 

Transmission, Corruptions, and True Character. l8mo. cloth. Is. 6d 

"Thinkest thou that thou understandest what thou readest? Who said; Ant} 
how can I, unless some man show mo."—AcU y vi\i. 30, 31. 
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Gahan's History of the Old Testament. 6d. 
New Testament. 6d. 

Ward's Errata of the Protestant Bible. With 

Preface by the Rev. Dr. Lingard, aod a Vindication by the Right 
Rev. Dr. Milner. New edition, 4to, fancy cloth, 4s. 



grayer fcoofcs. 

It if particularly requested, in ordering from the following works, where 
the bindings are so varied, that the number and price will be 
quoted, to prevent mistakes and disappointment. Marked thus (*) 
Nett to the trade, and no odd books allowed. 

Anthems to Mary ; for the Month of May. By 

M. Hoo an, Limerick. Price, 3d. 

The Ardent Lover of Jesus'; or the Soul Elevated 

to Jesus in the Adorable Sacrament, with a Devout Method of 
Hearing Mass, conformably to the Mysteries of His Sacred Passion. 
18mo. cloth, limp, 6d. 

Bona Mors ; or, the Art of Dying happily. Koyal 

32mo, 2d. 

The Catholics Companion to the Church, Pocket 

Edition. 32mo. cape morocco, Is. ; 48mo. cape morocco, 9d. 

Catholic Piety — 

1 . 48mo, cloth, gilt edges, 6d. 

2. ,, embossed „ Sd. 

3. „ „ „ and clasp, 1*. 
*4. „ cape morocco, gilt, 1*. 

5. „ „ „ and clasp, 1* Ad. 

6. „ „ „ rims and clasp, 2s. 

7. „ velvet, with rims and clasp, 4*. 

8. Demy 32mo, single, cloth, 6rf. 

9. „ „ embossed, gilt edges, 8d. 

10. „ „ „ ,, and clasp, 1*. 

•11. „ ,, cape morocco, gilt, Is. 

12. „ „ „ „ and clasp, 1* 4d. 

13. „ with epistles and gospels, <fec, embossed, U. 

14. „ „ „ and clasp, is 4d. 

15. „ cape morocco, 1* 6rf. 

16. „ „ gilt clasp, 2s. 
17» „ morocco, rims and clasp, 3*. 

18. „ velvet, with hma end cYa*^, &%• 
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Catholic Piety — continued: 

•19. Royal 32mo, epistles and gospels, embossed and gilt, U. 

SO. „ „ and clasp, 1* id. 

21. „ cape morocco, 2#. 

22. „ „ and clasp, 2# 6d. 

23. „ morococo, rims and clasp, 5s. 

24. „ „ gilt and clasp, 6*. 

25. ,, velvet, rims and clasp, 1 0*. 

26. 18mo, Epistles and Gospels, roan, embossed, 2* 6d. 
27* „ 9, ), and clasp, 3*., 

28. „ „ cape morocco, clasp, As. 

29. „ „ morocco, rims and clasp, 6*. 
30; „ „ „ extra, gilt clasp, 6#. 

3l . „ „ velvet, gilt corners, clasps, and rims, 6*. 

Child's (The) Manual of Prayer. 32mo. large 

type, with the approbation of His Eminence the Cardinal Archbishop 
of Westminster. Cape morocco, gilt edges, Is. 

Child's (The) Prayer Book, by a Mother. 18mo. 

cloth, Is. 

Child's (The) Catholic Piety. A Manual of 

Davotion for the Young. Prettily illustrated, morocco, with mono- 
grama and gilt edges, 4s.; or in morocco elegant, with gilt clasp, 
5a. 6d. 

Daily Companion. 32mo. embossed roan, gilt 

edges, Is. 

Daily Exercises* for Children, with Abridgment 

of Christian Doctrine. 32mo. with Engravings, roan, gilt extra, Is. 

Devotion of the Three Hours' Agony, in honor 

of onr Lord Jesus Christ on the Cross. Composed originally in the 
Spanish language, at Lima, in Pern. By the Rev. F. Messia, SJ. 
32mo. 4d. 

Devout Keflections for before and after receiving 

the Holy Eucharist. To which are added short Preparations for 
Confession and Communion. With approbation of the Bishop of 
Newport and Menevia. Royal 32 mo. roan, gilt edges, Is. 6d. ; 
Turkey morocco, 3s. 

Devout (The) Communicant By the Rev. P. 

Baker. Reprinting. 

Diamond (The) Catholic Manual: containing 

Spiritual Exercises and Devotions, with the Ordinary of the Mass, in 
Latin and English. 64mo. embossed roan, gilt edges, 1 s. ; Cape 
morocco, extra, Is. 6d. ; morocco, 2s. 
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Flowers of January; the Month of the Infant 

Jesus. Containing Aspirations and Prayer* for every day of the 
Month. With suitable Hymns, "When eight days old, the Son of 
God." "Jesus, who from thy Father's throne." "Rejoice all 
nations of the earth." " Jesus, the thought alone of thee." 1 8mo. 6d. 

Flowers of March ; the Month of St. Joseph, 

containing Aspirations and Prayers for each day in the Month, 
Cloth, 18mo. 6d. 

Flowers of October; the Month of the Holy 

Angels. Containing Aspirations and Prayers for every day of the 
Month ; translated from the Works of die Society of St. Victor, 
Paris, With suitable Hymns, " Queen of the Sea, ordained to prove." 
" Come, let's adore the gracious hand." " Sweet angel, to whose pious 
care." " Since first my eyes beheld the light," <fec. Cloth. 18mo. 66 

Flowers of December ; the Month of Christmas. 

With Aspirations and Prayers for each day of the Month. Translated 
from the Works of St. Victor, Paris. With suitable !Hymns, " Sweet 
the thought that dwells on Jesus." "To Bethlehem your transports 
bring." Cloth, 18mo. 6d. 

Garden of the Soul : a new and improved edition. 

Revised and corrected by the Rev. Edward Price, with the Impri- 
matur of the Cardinal Archbishop of Westminster : 

1 . Bound in cloth, sprinkled edges, 6d. 

2. „ . leather fabric, „ Sd. 

3. „ embossed roan, gilt edges, 1#. 

4. „ cape morocco, gilt edges, 1* Sd. 
o, „ „ extra „ *#. 

The same, with a Supplement, containing Prayers and Pious Ex3rc : ~ j 
intended principally for .the use of those who attend the Churches 
and Chapels of the Society of Jesus. Above 530 pp. : 

6. „ leather fabric, red edges, 1*. 

7* ' » 99 gilt sides and red edges, 1* 6rf. 

8. „ cape morocco, gilt edges, 2s. 

9. „ „ „ with clasp, 2# 6d. 

10. „ „ „ gilt extra, 2# 6d. 

1 1. „ „ „ „ with clasp, 3s. 

12. „ French morocco, plain, with clasp, &. 

13. „ „ gilt extra, &. 

14. „ calf, red edges, Ss 6tl. 

15. „ „ gilt extra, 4* (id. 

16. „ best Turkey morocco, plain, 4*. 
17- ,, „ extra, 4* 6d. 

Also a choice variety, very elegantly bound, at various prices. 
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Explanation of the Doctrine and Definition of the 

Immaculate Conception. With a Meditation, by the Very Rev. P. 
W. Fabbb, D.D., Priest of the Oratory. Royal 32mo. 2d. 

Fleury's Historical Catechism — large and legible 

type, 18mo. 2d. 

Flowers of Piety, selected from approved sources, 

and adapted for general use. Beautifully printed in 48mo. on super- 
fine paper, roan, gilt edges, Is.; Cape morocco, Is. 6d.; Turkey 
morocco, 2s. 6d ; extra, 3s. 

Holy Week Book : containing the Office for Holy 

Week. Royal 32mo, cloth, Is. The same, 12mo, neatly bonnd, 
2s. 6d.; Cape morocco, gilt, 6s. 

Key of Heaven — 

1. 48mo, cloth, gilt edges, 6d. 

2. „ embossed „ 8d. 

3. „ , „ „ and clasp, 1#. 

4. M cape morocco, gilt, Is. 

5. w , 9 „ and clasp, 1* Ad, 

6. „ „ „ rims and clasp, 2s 6d. 
7> *i velvet, with rims and clasp, 4*. 

8. Demy 32mo, single, cloth, 6d. 

9, „ „ embossed, gilt edges, 8d. 

10. Demy 32mo, single, embossed, gilt edges, and clasp, 1*. 
•11. „ „ cape morocco, gilt, 1*. 

12. „ „ „ „ and clasp, Is Ad. 

13. Demy 32mo, with epistles and gospels, <fcc, embossed, Is. 

14. „ „ ,, and clasp, 1* Ad, 

15. „ cape morocco. 1*. 6d. 

16. „ „ gilt clasp, 2s, 

17. 9, morocco, rims and clasp, 3*. 

18. „ velvet, with rims and clasp, 5s. 

*19. Royal 32mo, epistles and gospels, embossed and gilt, Is. 

20. „ „ „ and clasp, Is. 4d. 

21. „ cape morocco, 2s, 

22. „ „ and clasp, 2*. 6d. 

23. „ morocco rims and clasp, 5s, 

24. ., , v gilt and clasp, 6s, 

25. „ velvet, rims and clasp, 10*. 

Little Office of the Immaculate Conception of the 

Blessed Virgin Mary, in Latin and English, for the use of Christians. 
Royal 32mo, 3d. 

Man's Contract with God in the Holy Sacrament 

of Baptism. Translated from the French. 18mo. 6d. 
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Mass before and after Communion-*-being a 

Manual of Instructions and Devotions for Confession and- Holy 
Communion. Printed throughout in very LARGE TYPE, on fin 
paper, 18mo. 10d.; cape morocco, gilt, Is. 6d. 

Missal for the Use of the Laity, with the Masses 

for the Sundays and Festivals throughout the Year. Reprinting, 32mo. 

Missal for the Use of the Laity, with the Masses 

for all days throughout the year, according to the Roman Missal; 
and those for the English Saints in their respective places, newly 
arranged and in great measure translated by the Very Rev. Dr. 
Husenbeth, Provost of Northampton. Fifth edition, revised and im- 
proved, with considerable additions, including the Ceremony of 
Washing the Feet on Maundy Thursday, the Blessing of the Font on 
Holy Saturday, together with a Supplement containing all the Masses 
peculiar to the Holy Order of St. Benedict, the Society of Jeans, and 
for Ireland, with the Approbation of the Cardinal Archbishop of 
Westminster, and all the Bishops of England ; being the most com- 
plete edition ever yet offered to the Catholic Public, comprising nearly 
1,000 pages, handsomely printed from new types. 16mo. 

1. Embossed roan, gilt edges, 4s 6d. 

2. Cape morocco, gilt edges, 6* 6d. 

3. French „ 7s, 

4. Calf, red edges, 7* 6d. 

5. Turkey morocco, gilt edges, 8* 6d. 

6. ,, „ gilt extra, 9* fk& 

7. Calf, gilt extra, 9s 6U 

8. French morocco, with rims and clasp, 10* 6d. 

9. Turkey morocco, with gilt clasp, 1 1*. 

This Missal is kept in various elegant styles of binding, morocco 
antique, or velvet, with gilt ornaments and emblems, dsc. 

Office and Masses for the Dead, in Latin and 

English. 18mo, just published, cloth, Is. 

Ordinary of the Mass. 18mo. sewed, 2d. 

Poor Man's Manual of Devotions ; or, The Devout 

Christian's daily Companion, the most complete edition ever published 
Containing, in addition to the original work, The Imitation of 
Christ, in four Books, by Thomas a Kempis. Translated from the 
Original Latin, by the Rt. Rev. Richard Challoner, V.A., with a Life 
of the Author. Beautifully printed on fine paper, 18mo. plain, ls.j 
embossed, gilt edges, Is. 6d. 

Perseverance after First Communion, for the use 

of Young Persons, translated from the French of the Abbe Bez, ap- 
proved and recommended by his Eminence the Lord Cardinal de 
Bonald. 18m.o- 6 d - » clotn > 8 at » 8d - 
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Path to Paradise ; or Catholic Christians' Ma- 
nual of Spiritual Exercises and select Devotions, to which are 
added, Meditations and Prayers adapted to the Stations of the Holy 
Way of the Cross, with Engravings. Litany of the Passion. The 
Hymn, Crux Fidelet^ from the Office of Good Friday. Prayer to 
Jesus Christ crucified, agonizing, and dying, to obtain a happy agony 
and holy death. 32mo, printed on fine paper, embossed, gilt edges, 
8d. ; embossed, with clasp, Is.; cape morocco, Is.; with clasp, Is. 4d. 

Portable Manual of Catholic Piety, Demy 48mo. 

A little book of devotions suitable for all ages. Published with 
the approbation of his Grace the Most Rev. Dr. Hughes. Printed 
throughout in Large Type on fine paper, embossed, gilt, 8d. ; with 
clasp, Is. ; cape morocco, gilt, Is.; cape morocco, with clasp, Is. 4d.; 
cape morocco, with rims and clasp, 2s.; velvet, with rims and 
clasp, 4s. 

Posey of Prayers. 18mo. roan, gilt edges, 2s, 6d. 

The same, cape morocco, extra, 3s. ; 3s. 6d. 

Prayers before and after Mass, for Country Con- 
gregations. 18mo. sewed, 6d. 

A Preparation for, and Thanksgiving after Holy 

Communion. With Approbation, 3d. 

An Easy Method of Preparation for a General or 

Particular Confession. Suitable for Missions or Retreats, and Selected 
from various Approved Authors, 3d. 

Soliloquies before and after Communion, by a 

Member of the Ursuline Community. Cloth, Is. 6d. 

St. Vincent's Manual, containing a Selection of 

Prayers and Devotional Exercises, originally prepared for the use of 
the Sisters of Charity in the United States. New edition, revised, 
enlarged, and adapted to general use. 787 pp. 1 8mo. with Engravings, 
illuminated title, <fec. roan, gilt edges, 5s. ; cape morocco, extra, 
6s. 6d.; best Turkey morocco, elegant, 10s. 6d. 

A Standard Catholic Prayer Book, recommended for General Use 
by the Most Rev. Archbishop of Baltimore and the Right Rev. 
BishopB who composed the seventh Provincial Council, held in 
Baltimore in May, 1849, as being the most complete, compre- 
hensive, and accurate Catholic Prayer Book published in the United 
States. 

Vespers Book for the Use of the Laity, according 

to the Roman Breviary. Newly arranged by the Very Rev. Dr. 
Husenbeth, Provost of Northampton, with Approbation of all the 
Right Rev. the Bishops of England. Embossed roan, gilt edges, 
3s. 6d. 

The same, cape morocco, gilt, 5s. 6d. 

*«• With the Benedictine Supplement, 6d. extra. 
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The Visitation Manual : a Collection of Prayers 

and Instructions, compiled according to the Spiritual Directory and 
Spirit of St. Francis de Sales, Founder of the Religious Order of the 
visitation of the Blessed Virgin Mary. Just published, in a beautiftl 
18mo. volume, printed from large type, on fine paper, roan, gilt 
edges, 58. 

The Publishers deem it unnecessary to enter into details, or to 
enlarge on the peculiar merits of this Prayer-book. They refer with 
pleasure to the annexed approval and recommendation of the Most 
Rev. Archbishop of Baltimore, which they feel will be a sufficient 
guarantee for its contents : 

*' The New Prayer-book called the ' Visitation Manual,* compiled by some ladiei 
of the Convent of the Visitation in this city, and revised by two clergymen. 
Examiners of Books of this Diocess, and now published by Messrs. John Murphy and 
Co., is approved of by me, and recommended to the faithful of my charge. — Given 
under my hand at Baltimore, this 14th day of November, 1857. 

" »]i Francis Patrick, Abp. of Baltimore." 

Young Catholic's Guide in the Preparation for 

Confession, for the use of Children of both Sexes, from the age of 
Seven to Fourteen years. Altered from the French, by W. D. 
Kenny, Esq., Principal of St. Mary's Collegiate School, Richmond, 
Surrey, and written expressly for the use of his junior pupils. Royal 
32mo. sewed, stiff covers, 3d. 

The Catholic Soldiers' and Sailors' Prayer Book j 

containing Prayers and Instructions recommended to the use of 
Catholics serving in the Fleets and Armies of the United Kingdom. 
By the late Bishop Potnter, with considerable additions. Printed 
in clear bold type, well bound, in red or purple leather, Is. 

&Btt SSoofes. 

N.B. — The following works, from the uncertainty of procuring the same 
from abroad, may occasionally not be in stock. 

Breviarium Romanum. 4 vols. 4to, sewed, 50 

francs. 2 vols. 4to. sewed, 32 francs. Propria pro Anglia, 3 francs. 

Breviarium Romanum Totum. 1 vol. royal 8vo. 

sewed, 12 francs. Propria pro Anglia, 1 franc. 

Breviarium Romanum. 4 vols. 12mo. sewed, 22 

francs. Propria pro Anglia, 2 francs. 

Breviarium Romanum. 4 vols. 18mo. sewed, 20 

francs. Propria pro Anglia, 2 francs 50 cents. 

Breviarium Romanum. 4 vols. 32mo. sewed, 18 

francs. Propria pro Anglia, 2 francs 50 cents. 

Breviarium Romanum Totum. 18mo. sewed, 11 

francs. Propria pro Anglia, 75 cents. 

Ceremoniale Episcoporum. liKc^p Vimo. 4 francs. 



PUBLISHING AND BOOKSELLING COMPANY LIMITED. 37 

Graduale Romanum. 8vo. sewed, 5 francs. 
Borse Diurnae. Royal 8vo. large type, 1 francs. 
Horse Diurnae. 18mo. 4 francs 50 cents. 
Horse Diurnse. 32mo. sewed, 3 francs. 
Martyrologium Romanum. 4 to. sewed, 12 francs. 
Missale Romanum. Large folio, with plates, 38 fr. 
Missale Romanum. 4to. Plates, 25 francs. 
Missale Romanum. Small 4to. 17s. 6d. 
Missale Romanum. 12mo. sewed, 8 francs. 
Missse Pontificales. Large folio, 13 plates, 25 fr. 
Officium Beatae Marias Virginis. With the 

Rubric in English. 18mo. sewed, 2 francs 50 cents. Another ed ition 
32mo. Is. 6d. 

Officium Hebdomadas Sanctae. 24mo. sewed, 

2 francs 50 cents. 

Pontificale Romanum. 3 vols. 8vo. sewed, 16 fr. 
Processionale Romanum. 8vo. sewed, 4 francs. 
Rituale Romanum. 8vo. sewed, 5 francs. 
Rituale Romanum. 18mo. sewed, 3 fr. 50 cents, 
Vesperale Romanum. 8vo. sewed, 5 francs. 
Ritus et Preces ad Missam celebrandum in usum 

Praecipue eorum qui sacris initiantar. Baltimore, 1857* 32mo. 
bound, 2s. 6d. 

Specus Sancti Benedicti ; seu Solitudo Sacra : 

in qnam religiosa anima se recipit, nt ibidem eo liberius sola cam 
• solo Deo agat. Anctore D. Anselmo Fischer, O.S.B. 18mo. 
sewed, 2s. 

Thesaurus Animae Christianae, sive Manuale Pie- 

tatis; vel Liber Precnm decerptamm ex Libris Ecclesiasticis, et 
operibus Blosii Abbatin, Jacobi Merli Horstii, et aliorum ; accedant 
Officium parvnm SS. Nominis Jesu, simul et diversi Hymni et 
sequentise in tota Ecclesia recitari solitae. Cloth, antique, red edges, 
24mo. 3s. 6d. 

•«• All the above Office Books (with few exceptions) are printed 
in red and black type by Hanicq, of Malines, and can be supplied at 
the prices affixed— reckoning shillings for francs. 

N.B. — Many of the above are kept bound in morocco, gilt edges, 
or other suitable binding; at very moderate prices. 
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geiigirms prints anir (fcngnbiags. 

The Life and Passion of Our Lord Jesus Christ, 

Illustrated inTwelve Plates, engraved on steel from the designs of 
Frederick Ovrrbece. Proofs on India paper, 10s. the set ; single 
plates. Is. each. Plain prints, 5s. the set; single plates, 6d. each. 

LIST OP THE PLATES. 



The Nativity. 

The Saviour seated bearing 

the Cross. 
The Death of St Joseph. 
The Assumption of the Blessed 

Virgin Mary. 
The Last Supper. 



The Mount of Olives. 

Jesus stripped of his Garments. 

The Crucifixion. 

The Entombment. 

The Resurrection. 

The Ascension. 

The Descent of the Holy Spirit.' 



Also, a beautiful Engraving, from the design of Frederick Over beck, of the 

Dead Christ and the Blessed Virgin. Engraved 

by Lewis Gruner. Proofs on India paper, 4s. ;] plain prints, Is. 6d. 

Three finely-engraved small Prints of the Blessed 

Virgin. 4d. each, entitled : 
The Madonna del San Sisto ; The Salve Regina ; The Ave Regina, 

Twelve Prints, drawn and illuminated in gold and 

colours, in the early Missal style, suitable for Prayer Books, with 
Miniatures and Prayers, printed in black letter, consisting of die 
following: 

St. Augustine, Apostle of England ; St. Catherine ; St. Philip Neri ; 
St Margaret of Scotland. Size, 4 inches by 2| inches. 6d. each. 

St. Elizabeth of Hungary ; St George ; St. Joseph ; The Memorare, 
by St. Bernard, in English. Size, 4$ inches by 2f inches. 6d. each. 

The Our Father ; The Hail Mary ; We fly to thy Patronage ; In 
the Name of Jesus. Size, 3$ inches by 2£. 4d. each. 

Also a beautiful Drawing of the 

Madonna and the Infant Jesus, seated under a 

Canopy, with attendant angels, encircled by a floriated border, in 
which the figures of St. Ann and St. John the Baptist are introduced, 
with the following inscription beneath the Drawing : " Regina sine 
Lobe Originali concepta, ora pro Nobis" The whole illuminated in 
gold and colours, in the early Missal style. Size of the Drawing, 10 
inches by 7» 3s. ; or, mounted under glass, with ornamented frame, 
6s. 6d. 
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The following well-engraved small Prints, 3d. 

each:— Oar Saviour knocking at the Door ; The Blessed Virgin and 
Infant Jesus ; St. Ignatius Loyola ; St. Francis Xavier. 

• # * A great variety of Prints, imported from France and Germany, 
always on sale ; likewise Rosary Beads, Crosses, and Medals, die. 
«fcc., in great variety. 



ASSOCIATION FOR THE PUBLICATION OF 

LAEGE CATHOLIC EU GEAVI1TG3. 



Arrangements have been made by the Catholic Publishing Com- 
pany, Limited, with the founders of this Association, to publish this 
Series of Religions .Engravings, with the text in English, in order to pro- 
mote the diffusion of these excellent Prints throughout the British 
Empire, 

The object of this Association is to give, at a very low price, large 
well-executed Engravings on the principal subjects of the Catholic reli" 
gion. 

These Engravings are not unworthy to decorate the apartments of the 
wealthy, at the same time that they are well fitted to become ornaments 
in the dwellings of the industrious classes; thus taking the place of 
coarse prints, the subjects of which are too frequently not in harmony 
with good morals. 

This intention has been appreciated by all those who have become ac- 
quainted with our Association, and already upwards of 120,000 copies of 
the first engravings have been sold in France : 1st, By a great number of 
the Presidents of the conferences of St. Vincent of Paul, or the societies 
of St. Francis Xavier, <fcc, for the members of those societies, and for the 
families who patronize them ; 2nd, By many priests for distribution in 
their parishes, or as rewards to children of the catechetical classes ; 3rd 
By the Brothers or Sisters of Charity, for their schools. 

These Engravings cost less than many others, and create more pleasure 
" I have had a book 'only," said a child who had taken a prize in his class, 
" I should have preferred a picture ;" and he anxiously desired one of 
our large Engravings (the Sacred Heart), which one of his class-mates 
had received as an extra prize. This child was right. We see, daily, 
books given to children soon laid aside, scarcely read, and almost always 
without having been understood, whilst a large and fine engraving is 
framed, or at least carefully attached to the wall upon pasteboard, clloth 
«fec, and becomes as it were an ever-open book. 

These Engravings, indeed, are books also, since they contain a text 
which is explanatory, with evidences of the truth represented by the pic- 
ture, so that the text and the design are mutually descriptive. 
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There is nothing in the religions picture- trade of the present day that 
approaches in its kind to these 1 irge Catholic Engravings. 1'he work of 
a missionary of the Society of Jesus, they ara striking in design, accurate 
also in exposition of doctrine and morals, and are in every respect worthy 
of the object for which they are intended. 

We now respectfully appeal: 1st, To all priests having charge of 
parishes and conducting catechetical classes ; 2nd, To all brothers and 
sisters of the different religions communities devoted to tuition ; 3rd, 
To all the presidents of societies which have for their object the morals of 
the industrial classes. 

They are invited to aid us in diffusing these pictures, assuring them 
that speculation is not our object. 

TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 

1 . The subscription to this series of Catholic Engravings, consisting of 
forty different subjects, with English text, is 10*. 6d. to those who pay 
their subscriptions in the course of the year. 

2. If taken to the number of forty, of one or of several of the subjects 
which are about to appear, the price will be likewise 10*. 6d. 

3. All orders which do not contain the amount of the subscription or 
order, whatever it may be, in postage-stamps or post-office order ( made 
payable to Charles Dolman, at Old Cavendish-street, London), will be 
considered as not received, and consequently receive no attention. 

4. Jf forwarded through the post, the postage to be paid by the sub- 
scriber. 

Fifteen (viz., those noted*) of the following Engravings are now ready, 
and may be had separately, price 6d. each, with the Explanations 
in English. 

1.— Synoptical Engraving of Religion. 

This Engraving presents, in a single picture and in admirable order, 
the Mysteries, the Four Last Things, the Commandments, and the Sa- 
craments, with all the definitions ; the Pater, the Ave, the Creed, and 
the Acts of Faith, (fee, illustrated. 

* 7.— The Sacred Heart. 

This is an exact copy of the fine painting at Rome. 

In the illustrative portion is shown the multitude of the faithful im- 
ploring the Heart of Jesus to be our comforter in affliction and our last 
hope in the agonies of death. 

* 12— The Eucharist. 

A BEAUTIFUL MEMORIAL OF FIRST COMMUNION. 

The upper part of the Engraving represents heaven, and Jesus Christ, 

surrounded by angels? wno contemplate and adore Him : Behold the 

Bread of the Angels. Below is the supper at which our Lord instituted 

the adorable Sacraml** 1 *' become the bread of the wayfaring man; and 

beneath, in the* ^«* ^ of a rich Gothic ornament, are two pictures, the 
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• 17.— Marriage. 

This picture is a poem ; truly an epic. 



* 21— The Best of the Sabbath. 

The text, which developed the most powerful motives for the obser- 
vance of this rest, occupies the centre of the picture, of which one side 
represents God bestowing his blessings upon those who sanctify the 
Sabbath by rest and prayer. The other side of the picture shows us 
labour going on in its full activity, even on the Sabbath, wherefore it is 
not blessed ; the trees bear no fruit, and dark clouds bring hail, pesti- 
lence and blight. 

* 27.— Eternity. 

No one ought to be unacquainted with this admirable meditation upon 
Eternity, of which the perusal has produced so many conversions. The 
subjects which surround the text are, a young person struck dead in the 
midst of a ball, and on the other side an equally sudden death during a 
banquet. 

* 30.— Immortality of the Soul. 

This picture may also be regarded as a real poem. The text occupies 
the centre of the picture ; the upper part depicts the coronation of the 
just man by Jesus Christ, in heaven. To the right of the picture, at its 
base, is represented the death of the just man. His family are in tears, 
but the priest consoles them by the assurance that his soul is in para- 
dise. Several medallions show to us how the just man, by prayer and 
good works, has merited this death, precious in the sight of God, and 
his reward in heaven. The opposite side of the picture exhibits the con- 
trast of the man who dies in mortal sin, after having spent a life entirely 
devoted to the world. The medallions show him addicted to guilty 
excesses in gambling, sinning, the pleasures of the table, <fcc. 



* 3L— Purgatory. 

The text of this picture explains, in the centre, the doctrine of Pur 
gatory, the interior of which is represented at the bottom. The sides 
of the picture represent the different works by which the souls in pur- 
gatory may be benefited ; the holy sacrifice of the mass, communion, 
alms, prayers, and indulgences. 

Other engravings are in the hands of the artist ; but the sketch here 
given of some of the engravings may give an idea of all the rest, of which 
the following is the order and nomenclature : 
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List of the large Catholic Engravings. 



the exi8tence of 
alone in Three 
Creator of all 



1. Synoptical Picture of Reli- 

gion. 

2. Proofs of 

One God 

Persons, 

Things. 

3. Jesus Christ predicted bt 

the Patriarchs and the 
Prophets. 

4. The Mysteries of the Birth 

of Jesus Christ. 

5. The Mysteries of the Passion 

of Jesus Christ. 

6. The Mysteries of the Resur- 

rection of Jesus Christ, <fcc. 

*7. The Sacred Heart. 

•8. The Immaculate Conception 
of the Blessed Virgin Mary, 
represented in an entirely new 
manner, and calculated to give 
at the first sight a proper 
knowledge of this doctrine. 
9. The Blessed Virgin and her 
glorious Privileges con- 
tained in the Litany of 
our Lady of Loretto. 

•10. Original Sin : Baptism. 

•11. The Holy Ghost: Confir- 
mation. 



•12. 

13. 

•14. 
•15. 
•16. 

•17. 

18. 

19, 

•ai. 

•27. 

•28. 

29. 
•30. 
•31. 

32. 
*33. 

34. 

35. 

36. 
37, 

•38. 
40. 



The Eucharist. A Memorial 

of First Communion. 
The Holy Sacrifice of tbb 
Mass. 

Penance. 

Extreme Unction. 

Orders. 

Marriage. 

The Reverence due to tbb 
Church. 

20, 22, 23, 24, 25, 26. Thh 
Commandments. 

Rest of the Sabbath. 

The Importance of Salvation 

Death. 

Judgment. 

The Future Life. 

Purgatory. 

Hell. 

Heaven. 

The Father. 

The Scriptural and Corpo- 
ral Works of Mercy. 

The Works of J ustification. 

39. Different Practices of 
Devotion. Ceremonies of 
the Church. 

St. Joseph. 

The Holy Angels. 



Also on Sale, a beautiful Print, displaying, in Forty-eight Medallions, 

The Litany of the Blessed Virgin Mary. 

Size — 21 in. "by 14 in. Price 2s. 6&. 
The Same, on INDIA PAPER. Price 3s. 6d. 



A Fine Print of 

The Salvator Hundi, 

With the fourteen stations in 

medallions. 

Size— 27 in. by 20 in. Price 6s. 



Printed in Tints, 

The Crucifixion. 

Size— 20 in. by 14 in. Price 2a. 
The Same, deeper tints, 3s. 



\ 
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Sixteen Pages in Double Columns. Price One Penny. 

TEE LAMP: 

A WEEKLY ILLUSTRATED JOURNAL 

OF 

% iterator*, %mm, tty fm &xts, fa. 

DEVOTED TO THE 

INSTRUCTION AND AMUSEMENT OF ALL CLASSES. 

The Lamp contains a large quantity of4istructive Matter, deeply in- 
teresting Tales, with beautiful Illustrations, the Lives and correct 
Portraits of distinguished Characters, Views of new Catholic Buildings, 
Essays by eminent Writers, Poetry of a high character, Reviews of and 
Extracts from the newest and most agreeable Books, Abstracts of 
important Lectures, entertaining Varieties, Notes on Leading Event*, 
Progress of Science, and Information as to Public Situations. . 

The Lamp can be obtained through any Bookseller, or News Agent, 
and it is the desire of the Company that it should be so obtained ; but if 
in any cas*» it cannot, then it shall be sent prepaid from the Publishing 
Offices either in London or Dublin, to any address, on receipt of Stamps 
equal to the number required, including the postage. 

Within the United Kingdom one stamp frees any number of the Weekly 
Lamp, not exceeding Six. 

The monthly parts sent prepaid within the United Kingdom for Eight- 
teen Pence a quarter, paid in advance. 

The Half- Yearly volume, bound in cloth, lettered, sent prepaid for 
3s. 6d. 

The cost of Postage to Foreign Countries may be found by reference to 
the *«• Postal Guide." 

Subscription for The Lamp to be sent to Foreign Countries to be for 
not less than Six Months. 

The extensive circulation of The Lamp among all classes (to which 
that of no other Catholic periodical approaches) offers a most favourable 
medium to advertisers. 

The terms are — in the Weekly Number : Not exceeding 4 lines, or 36 
words, 2s. For every additional line, or 9 words, 4d. — On the Monthly 
fVrapper : Not exceeding 4 lines, or 36 words, Is. 6d. For every ad- 
ditional line, or 9 words, 3d. 

Advertisements intended for insertion in The Lamp must be received 
by the Publisher not later than Monday, to appear in The Lamp • 
published for the week following. 

Postage-stamps will be received in payment for sums not] exceeding 
Ten Shillings. 

Post-office Orders to be made payable to Charles Dolman, at Old 
Cavendish Street, London. 

*.* All communications requiring a reply by post should contain a 
stamped envelope properly directed. 
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WORKS PUBLISHED IN AMERICA. 



[In the following list of American publications it may occasionally 
happen that there may be some out of stock or sold out, but as fresh 
supplies will be received, orders can be executed, though delayed.] 

Brownson's Quarterly Keview. This Review, 

conducted by the Gentleman whose name it bears, is devoted to 
Religion, Philosophy, anlGeneral Literature. Published Quarterly 
in the months of Januar^ April, July, and October. 

Terms of Subscription :- - Twelve Shillings per annum, paid in 
advance ; sent free by post. 

%• No subscription received for a shorter time than one year, and 
each subscription must be for the entire current volume. 

The volumes for 1853, 1854, 1855, 1856, 1857, 1858, and 1859, may 
be had, cloth lettered, price 10s. 6d. each,/ree by post. 

As very" few complete sets now remain on hands, early application 
should be made to secure copies. 

Brownson (0. A., LL.D.) The Spirit Rapper ; 

ty. an Autobiography, illustrating the Connection between Mesmerism, 
Philanthropism, Socialism, Revolutionism, Demonism, and the Re* 
cent Spirit Manifestations. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

The Convert ; or, Leaves from my Experience. 

By O. A. Brownson. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

Alice Riordan, the Blind Man's Daughter. A 

Tale for the Young. By Mrs. Sadlier. l8mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Aspirations of Nature, By the Rev. J.T. Hecker, 

Author of " Questions of the Soul." 12mo. cloth, 5s. 

Balmez's Fundamental Philosophy. Translated 

from the Spanish by H. K. Brownson, with Introduction and Note* 
by Dr. Brown sox. 2 vols. 8vo. cloth, 16s. 

Catholic Harp, containing the Morning and Even- 
ing Services of the Catholic Church, embracing a choice Collection 
of Masses, Litanies, Psalms, Hymns, and Motetts. Selected from 
the first Masters, by Philip Kirk. Oblong 8vo. 2s. 6<L 

Chateau Lescure ; or, the Last Marquis. A Story 

of Brittany and the Vendue. YSmo. cloth, gilt, 2s. 
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Chateaubriand, Viscount. The Genius of Chris- 
tianity ; or, the Spirit and Beauty of the Christian Religion. Trans- 
lated by the Rev. C. White, D.D., with a Biographical notice. 
Large 8vo. nearly 800 pages, cloth, 12s. 

Christianity and the Church. By the Rev. Con- 

8TANTINE PlSE. 1 Vol. 12mO. cloth, 4s. 

Duty of a Christian towards God. Translated 

from the French of the Ven. J. B. de la Salle, by Mrs. Sad lieu* 
12mo. 2s. 

Eucharistica ; or, a Series of Pieces, Original and 

Translated, on the Most Holy Sacrament of the Eucharist By the 
Mt. Rev. W. Walsh, Archbishop of Halifax. 12 mo. cl. gilt, 3s. 6d. 

History of the Life, Works, and Doctrines of 

John Calvin, from the French of Audin. Translated by the Rev. 
J. McGill. 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

History of the Catholic Missions among the In- 
dian Tribes of the united States, 1529 — 1854. By John Gilmart 
Shea. 8vo. cloth, 9s. 

History of the Catholic Church in the United 

States, by H. De Courcy. Translated by John Gilmary Shea. 
8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Inquiry into the Merits of the Reformed Doctrine 

of "Imputation," as contrasted with those of" Catholic Imputa- 
tion ;" or, The Cardinal point of Controversy between the Church of 
Rome and the Protestant High Church ; together with Essays on the 
Catholic Faith. By Vanburoh Livingstone, Esq. 12mo. cloth, 3s. 

Jessie Linden ; or, the Seven Corporal Works of 

Mercy. 18mo. 2s. 

Justo Ucundono, Prince of Japan, Mission of St. 

Francis Xavier in Japan. By Philalethes, 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

Kenrick, Most Eev. Dr., Archbishop of Baltimore. 

The Primacy of The Apostolic See Vindicated. ByMt. Rev. Francis 
Patrick Kenrick, D.D., Archbishop of Baltimore, 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

A Vindication of the Catholic Church, 

in a Series of Letters to the Right Rev. John Henry Hopkins, Pro- 
testant Episcopal Bishop of Vermont, By Dr. Kenrick, Archbishop 
of Baltimore. 12mo. 4s. b'd. 



46 WORKS KEPT OIT SALE BT THE CATHOLIC 

Kenrick's Treatise on Baptism and Confirmation. 

l2mo. 3s. 6d. 

Keenan's (Rev. Stephen) Catechism of the 

Christian Religion. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

Laura and Anna ; or, the Effect of Faith on the 

Character. A Tale. Translated from the French. 18 mo. cloth, 3s. 

Lawrence ; or, the Little Sailor. 16mo. cloth, 2s. 
Life of the Blessed Mary Ann of Jesus, called the 

Lily of Quito. By F. J. Boero, S.J. L2mo. 3s. 6d. 

Life of St. Angela Merici of Brescia, Foundress of 

the Order of St. Ursula. By the Abbe Parenty. Translated by 
J. G. Shea. 12mo. 3s. 6d. 

Life of St. Elizabeth of Hungary. By Count 

Montalembert. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 6d. 

Life and Times of Madame de Soyecourt ; or, 

Sister Camilla, the Carmelite. Edited by V. R. E. I. Sourin, V.G. 
1 2mo. cloth, 4s. 

Life of Mrs. Eliza A. Seton, Foundress and first 

Superior of the Sisters or Daughters of Charity in the United States ; 
with Extracts from her Writings, and an Historical Sketch of the 
Sisterhood, from its Origin to the Present Time. By Rev. Charles 
I. White, D.D. Small 8vo. with a Portrait. Second ed, cloth, 6s. 6d. 

Lives of the Fathers of the Eastern Deserts. 

Royal 18mo. 610 pp. cloth, 4s. 6d. 

Lizzie Maitland. A Tale. Edited by Dr. 0. A. 

Brownson. 12mo. cloth lettered, 3s. 

Lorenzo ; or, the Empire of Religion. 32mo. 

doth gilt, 2s. 

Martinet (Abbe). Eeligion in Society ; or, the 

Solution of Great Problems placed within the reach of every mind. 
8 vols. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 

My Trip to France. By the Eev. J. P. Donelan. 

12mo. cloth, 5s. 

New Lights ; or, Life in Galway. A Tale. By 

Mm, Sadlier. Royal 18mo, c\oW&,3&.&&. 
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Oramaika. A Tale of the American Missions. 

12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Pauline Seward. A Tale of Eeal Life. By John 

D. Bryant, Esq. 2 vols, in one, 12mo. cloth, 7s. 

Perils of the Ocean and Wilderness ; or, Nar- 
ratives of Shipwreck and Indian Captivity. Gleaned from earl> 
Missionary Aunals. By J. G. Shea. 18mo. 3s. 

Eodriguez (Alphonsus). The Practice of Chris- 
tian and Religions Perfection. 3 vols. 12mo. cloth, 12s. 6d. 

Saint John Chrysostom, his Life, Eloquence, and 

Piety. By W. J. Walker. 18mo. 2s. 6d. 

Shandy Maguire ; or, Tricks upon Travellers. 

Being a Story of the North of Ireland. By Paul Pepperorass, Esq. 
8vo, cloth. 4s. 6d. 

Spaewife (The) ; or, the Queen's Secret. A Story 

of the Reign of Queen Elizabeth. By Paul Pepperorass, Esq. 
Author of " Shandy Maguire." In 2 vols, large 12mo. cloth lettered 
with 6 Illustrations, 5s. 

Spalding (Rt.Rev. Dr.) Miscellanea ; comprising 

Reviews, Lectures, and Essays, on Historical, Theological, and 
Miscellaneous Subjects. Royal 8vo. cloth lettered, 12s. 6d. 

Spalding (Rt. Rev. Dr.) General Evidences of 

Catholicity. Being the Substance of a Course of Lectures, lately 
delivered in the Cathedral of St. Louis, Louisville. By the Right Rev. 
M. J. Spalding, D.D. Second edition, enlarged, 12mo. 7s. 

Studies and Teaching of the Society of Jesus at 

the time of its Suppression, 1 750 — 1 773. Translated from the French 
of M. L' Abbe Maynard. 12mo. cloth lettered, 4s. 

The Catholic Offering. A Gift-book for all Sea- 
sons. By the Right Rev. Bishop Walsh. 8vo. handsomely bound, 
cloth gilt, 16s. 

The Sufferings of Jesus. By Catherine Emme- 
rich. Translated and abridged by a Sister of Mercy. l6mo. cloth, 2s. 

The History of the Life and Institute of St. 

Ignatius of Loyola, Founder of the Society of Jesus. By F.D. B artoli , 
S. J. Translated from the original. In 2 vols, large 12mo. 12*. 
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The Rfed Hand of Ulster ; or, the Fortunes of 

Hugh O'Neill. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. 18mo. 2s. 

The Three Eleanors. A Tale. 12mo. cloth, 4s. 
The Life of Mary Stuart, Queen of Scots. From 

the French of M. de Marles. By M. Ryan. 12 mo. cloth, 4s. 6d. | 

*The Three Kings of Cologne. By the Rev. T. 

Joslin. 18mo. Is. 4d. 

The Devout Child of Mary : a Collection of 

Novenas, preparatory to the Festivals of the Blessed Virgin, Medita- 
tions, and Hymns, &c. 1 8mo. cloth gilt, 3s. 

The Saints of Erin. Legendary History of Ire- 

land. By L. Tachet de Barneval. Translated from the French 
by John Gilmary Shea. 12mo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Sacramentals of the Holy Catholic Church; 

, or, Flowers from the Garden of the Liturgy. By the Rev. W. J. 
Barry, of Cincinnati. 12mo. 4s. 

The Blakes and Flanagans : a Tale illustrative of 

Irish Life in the United States. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. 8vo. cloth, 4s 6d. 

The New Following of Christ ; or, The Words 

of onr Lord and Savionr Jesus Christ, with a Commentary from the 
Apostles, Prophets, <fec. Royal 18mo. cloth, 3s. 

The Oriental Pearl ; or, the Catholic Emigrants. 

By Mrs. Dorset. 32mo. 2s. 

The Orphan of Moscow ; or, the Young Gover- 
ness : a Tale from the French, by Mrs. Sadlier. 18 mo. cloth, 3s. 6d 

The Shipwreck; or, the Desert Island. 18mo. 2s. 

The Golden Book of the' Confraternities : con- 
taining the Rosary, the Living Rosary, the Five Scapulars, the Cord 
Fraternity of the Blessed Sacrament, the Way of the Cross. Royal 
32m o, cloth gilt, 2s. 6d. 

The Youth's Director ; or, Familiar Instructions 

for Young People ; also useful to persons of every age and condition 
of life. 32mo. cloth, 2s. 

Theolinda and Adeline ; or, Agnes, the Young 

Maiden with the Lute. Translated from the French. 18mo. cloth, 
h. 6d. 
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